BORROWED AXES 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2024 


https://archive.org/details/borrowedaxesothe0000russ 


ya 


lA 
A\\Y 
BN 


BORROWED AXES 
AND OTHER SERMONS 


Ww By 
q . 
RUSSELL H: CONWELL, D. D., LL. D. 


PHILADELPHIA 
THE JUDSON PRESS 
BOSTON CHICAGO LOS ANGELES 
KANSAS CITY SEATTLE TORONTO 


THE MASTER'S COLLEGE ee itaaeamnasaaonc, 14 


POWELL LIBRARY 


SANTA CLARi 


nitiin, CA 9132] 


Copyright, 1923, by 
THE AMERICAN BAPTIST PUBLICATION SOCIETY 


Published December, 1923 


PRINTED In U. S. A. 


CONTENTS 


CHAPTER 


BORROWED AX BS4c.cieie sn clas ths See ees 


PieeViOTHER OF TUE LALLY so. ccc es ced ee 


g4-0|>4 


SALUTATION 


THREE generations in the history of Baptists in Amer- 
ica have passed since the organization of The American 
Baptist Publication Society. To be requested to se- 
lect a number of my addresses on this one-hundredth 
anniversary of the Society brightens the evening of 
life. The thought of being in the remotest way con- 
nected with such a potent agency for the spread of the 
gospel is a comfort to my soul and awakens feelings 
of gratitude. 

Sometimes a person feels that he would like to have 
been in the Revolutionary War or to have had a part 
in the great events which have since made American 
history so fascinating. But it is doubtful if in any 
of these remarkable events there has been such an in- 
fluence sent forth for the betterment of mankind as 
that which has been used so gloriously by the great 
religious societies. It is an honor, therefore, even to be 
remotely connected with such a, history, and I gladly 
contribute to this anniversary such a collection of ser- 
mons as I find within reach. 

There is nothing startling in them nor anything es- 
pecially original. I have been a “lay worker” and 
not a preacher, but with a strong and permanent de- 
sire to be helpful to the Master’s cause in any place. 
I send in these sketches with the principal purpose of 
showing my admiration for the fathers who founded 
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or who have sustained the Publication Society. As 
one among the thousands of ministers who have been 
directly or indirectly assisted by their work, and as 
one who has watched with prayerful interest the plant- 
ing of missions and the supporting of churches by the 
Publication Society through the larger part of four- 
score years, I make this contribution with a strong 
sense of indebtedness to the helpful organization. The 
Society enters its second century of work with the 
Godspeed of millions. 


I 
BORROWED AXES 


I HAVE found my thought, into which I believe the 
spirit of God leads me, in the fifth verse of the sixth 
chapter of Second Kings: “ But as one was felling 
the beam, the axe-head fell into the water and he cried 
and said, ‘ Alas, Master, for it is borrowed.’ ” 

The man with the axe, like the man with the hoe, 
has his trials. This man, not unlike a million other 
men, found it his duty to handle the axe, one of the 
humblest instruments of industry in the hands of 
humble men. 

The prophet had established a theological institution 
near the Jordan River, and their accommodations had 
become very much crowded because there were more 
students than there was room. So they met and 
counseled together what they should do to remedy 
this condition. It was clearly this man’s duty to 
assist under these circumstances. On the threshold 
of this thought there comes to us as a church 
a condemnation of the sinfulness of many years. 
At Gilgal, the room was too small for the num- 
ber who desired to inquire of God. What was 
their duty? An inquiry for a moment shows that it 
was their special duty then to enlarge that room or 
provide other rooms, that the work of God might not 
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be constrained by the narrow place in which they dwelt. 
They said: ‘‘ This place is too small for us. Let us 
enlarge our borders.” 

Brethren, those of you who belong to this church, 
and those of you who are interested in our work, look 
back a few years and note the same circumstances ex- 
isting here, which will be seen again tonight and each 
Sabbath evening for months to come. This place is 
too strait for us. It is too small. For years we have 
not accommodated all the people who desired to en- 
gage in worship at this place. We are satisfied that 
they seek this place because of an honest desire to 
worship. The plain, old-fashioned gospel of Christ 
attracts none other. They flock to these doors and, 
unable to get in, they turn away. An ordinary congre- 
gation, appealing in vain for admission each Sunday 
evening! You held an overflow service; but you aban- 
doned it. You went back against the clear providence 


of God. 


THE SIN OF BoRROWING 


When I came to this text, given me of God, I am 
sure, there came this thought, which I did not intend 
to mention this morning, that we committed a great 
sin when we ceased to preach to the multitudes turned 
away from our doors. It will react on this church 
until its spiritual life ceases, it will react on this church 
until we shall struggle under terrible difficulties, for 
when God sends people unto us to be taught the way 


BORROWED AXES 


ies) 


of salvation we carelessly turn them away. Brethren, 
we must not do this. 

Those who come late are usually those who do not 
attend church regularly, and they are those whom we 
ought to reach above all others. They are those to 
whom the gospel should be preached, if we have to 
stand and proclaim it from the front of the Temple. 
They are the ones God sends us especially. If we re- 
fuse to provide for the crowds that are now turned 
away, we may expect what would righteously have 
been expected in the prophet’s day if that theological 
school had failed to enlarge its borders. Other ser- 
vices must be held. 

So it was their duty to increase the number of build- 
ings, or increase the accommodations for their work. 


Now, this young man was a theological student. 
It is true of the theological student who works with 
his axe or hoe, who uses his hands, who goes into the 
field to work with the farmer or into the shop to labor 
with the smith, that he is doing his duty, and best 
preparing himself for the great work which is to be 
done. The theological student who is too proud to 
use an axe is above preaching the gospel of Jesus 
Christ. 

This young man’s duty was clear to help cut down 
the trees, to hew one timber and to bring that timber 
up to the village, to help widen the borders_of the 
theological institution. 
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But he borrowed an axe! I suppose these words 
have been put in here emphatically because they mean 
something instructive. It was a sinful thing for that 
young man to borrow an axe in the way he did. He 
ought to have known better. It would seem that the 
prophet ought to have taught his disciples better. Yet 
it may be that the young man came to the school for 
the first time that day. 

He had no right to go into the service of God with 
a borrowed axe, for he borrowed something he 
was not able to pay for if he should lose it. There 
is no great sin where the man has ample means 
to pay. If a man does not borrow beyond his 
means, there is no sin in that. If he purchases a 
house, and pays a thousand dollars on it and puts 
a mortgage on it for two thousand dollars, he is 
doing right, for the value is always there to meet the 
promise. If a man borrows one thousand dollars 
when he has not a thousand dollars’ worth of prop- 
erty to pay it, it is a sin. 

It is always a sin to borrow what we have not the 
means to repay. You may say, “I have reasonable 
expectation of earning more tomorrow.” But the 
Scripture is clear that a man should never borrow from 
tomorrow to pay what is due today. If I could get 
this into your hearts this morning, and into my own, 
I should feel blessed of God, for it will increase our 
effectiveness as Christian men, increase our happiness 
as individual souls. 
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He borrowed this axe without having money enough 
to pay for it and put the risk of loss on the owner 
without the owner’s consent. Now, it is wrong to 
borrow anything which, if lost, could not be paid 
today. It is wrong to borrow trouble of tomorrow 
when you cannot pay it today. It is wrong to bor- 
row joy of tomorrow that you cannot fully satisfy in 
equal measure today. The way to pay a note at the 
bank is to pay it when it is due, not before or after. 
The way to serve God is to serve him today. Do not 
borrow either joy or sorrow of the morrow or of 
the future. 


When the foolish virgins were on their way to the 
wedding, they used all their oil before the bridegroom 
came; and Jesus holds them up as the most foolish, 
persons in the world. They had used so much light 
when they did not need it, and then had none when 
they needed it. These foolish virgins borrowed of 
the next hour the light they should have saved for use 
when that hour should come. 


So often a man uses up his future. He will use up 
the wages that he is going to earn next week or next 
month for something that he needs today. Let him 
who feels inclined to that way listen to the teaching of 
the Son of God that we should never use anything 
today that we are going to earn tomorrow. Never 
pledge ourselves to pay anything this week out of 
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next week’s earnings. It is an old-fashioned truth, 
but it is to be reasserted. 

Tomorrow is not ours; today belongs to us, but to- 
morrow belongs to God. We have no right to pledge 
it to anything but to God. Men who use all their 
wages weeks in advance are also in the habit of doing 
it with their souls. 


I had a man working for me a while ago. I paid 
him by the year. He went off on an excursion down 
the Connecticut River and was gone a week, and said 
he would make up that time in the next year. He 
began the next year a week behind. He had bor- 
rowed a week. He said he would make it up some- 
where or take it out of his wages, but the year went 
around, I forgot about it, and paid him in full. He 
went on three years that way, until he had finally left 
my employ. He will owe me that week through all 
eternity probably. 


God has commanded you to give your life to him. 
If you lose a week, you will never have an opportunity 
to pay it to God. The borrowed time will never be 
made up. A man has no right to mortgage the fu- 
ture. It is not ours. 


GIVE THE OWNER THE CREDIT 


This axe was borrowed. We ask what was the 
motive that led the man to borrow it? It was the 
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same then as it is today. This young man did not 
wish to appear as having less than the other students 
of that institution. The other students had an axe 
or they had the money to buy one. They owned one. 
This young man does not wish to appear to be poorer 
than they, so he borrows an axe, just as you, as a 
young man, have borrowed a suit of clothes from your 
tailor to appear well before a young lady. Over in 
New York they make a great deal of money by keep- 
ing diamonds and silks to let to people who cannot 
afford to buy them and who wish to appear at some 
event as though they owned them. People hire these 
and go into the company of the rich. They shine for 
a night and then return them, and work for weeks 
afterwards to pay up the rental. 


It is in the wicked disposition that we inherit from 
old Adam. It is not difficult to see how this young 
man fell under that temptation. He wished to go 
out with the rest and do his part. So he borrowed 
anaxe. He did not say it was a borrowed axe. Those 
around supposed he owned it. People believed he 
was a woodsman, which at that time was a position 
of honor. He borrowed it as people may borrow a 
coat ; he borrowed it as people may borrow an idea. 

When a man from the pulpit or rostrum delivers 
ideas from another and claims them for his own, he is 
doing that very thing. I went out West to lecture, 
and delivered a lecture on “ Acres of Diamonds” 
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that I have delivered for twenty-five years. After 
the lecture a man came up to me and said: “ Well, 
Mr. Conwell, I do not know what to think. That 
same lecture was delivered here last year by another 
man. It seems natural to you; it seemed natural to 
him. Which of you owned that lecture?” And I 
found that man had been all through that State deliv- 
ering my lecture. He had obtained a printed copy 
and had committed it to memory. That was a bor- 
rowed axe. 


Are we not inclined to do the same thing? We like 
to keep up appearances in our homes and in society. 
We borrow and run into debt for different things. 
This young man was chopping away vigorously with 
a flashing bright axe, which he wished to make all 
the other students believe was his own. It suddenly 
flew from the helm, and the head sunk into the fast- 
running Jordan. 

How God corners every sinner! The sin will come 
out. You cannot commit a sin but what God will dis- 
close it to the world. The saying, “ Your sin will 
find you out,” is true. It is God’s way. When you 
go up to the judgment-throne, it won’t be the con- 
demnation of God, but your own conscience, which 
will sentence you. It is not God’s indignation, not 
his flashing, fiery wrath, it is our soul’s condemnation 
that we most dread. 

This man, when the axe went down into the water, 
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confessed, “ Alas, it is borrowed.” All out now! All 
revealed! His fellow students look at him and know 
him. When the years go on and he is in some place 
where he desires love, admiration, or pay, they will 
point to him and say, “‘ He borrowed an axe one day 
and pretended it was his own.” 


Borrowed finery—a borrowed axe. When it goes 
down into the water there comes that sense of sin. 
Did you ever pay for a dead horse, or pay for a house 
that was burned without insurance? Did you ever 
pay for a note which you had signed simply to accom- 
modate a friend? Did you not say, If the Lord will 
let me get out of this I will never do it again? You 
know it is wrong. You have no right to get into such 
a position. 

Are you now striving to make payments on your 
last year’s suit of clothes? Ah, a man who knows 
this will know your character. You will go into eter- 
nity owing for some of this life. It is your character, 
your disposition. Are you paying now for last sum- 
mer’s vacation? Are you working in the store or 
shop now to pay up for what you spent last summer 
at the shore or on some trip? Beware! It is your 
character; you will be ever paying for what is gone. 
How hard it is to do that thing! How it strains your 
love for the present to be obliged to abandon the 
good things today to pay up for the foolishness of 
yesterday ! 
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It is so with our youthful follies. We sacrifice the 
future for the purpose of having a little pleasure at - 
the present day. That’s the whole of sin. It should 
be said again and again that the whole of sin is tak- 
ing now what we cannot pay for today, but will have 
to pay for tomorrow. That’s the whole of it. A man 
does not do an injury to his fellow men in which he 
gets a little present satisfaction, but he must pay for 
it in the coming years. God has said to us, “ O fool- 
ish man, why will you use up the bread of tomorrow 
in the foolish feasting of today!” We should not use 
up the strength of tomorrow in the pleasures or enjoy- 
ments of today. If we do, we must be left in weak- 
ness, for God is an economical God. 


I woke up one day and found I had overdrawn my 
account at the bank. I had overdrawn by carelessness. 
When a man overdraws his account purposely, trust- 
ing to fortune or good luck to make it up, I don’t 
think he is going to heaven. There are those who 
intentionally do this. It is a question with me if, 
when a man makes a mistake, that is not a sin. I 
know I felt more ashamed of that than of anything 
for many years. 


God gives us joy and strength enough for every 
day. When we overdraw our account and draw on 
tomorrow or the next year or the future years of 
life, we are committing a sin. Yet man is every day 
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doing that. We have all come short of the glory 
of God. 


A young man who wanted to show his independence 
or wealth secured a thousand-dollar bill, in Newport, 
R. L, and lit his cigar with that bill. The man was 
poor afterwards, and many a time in his after life re- 
ferred to his foolishness and sin. 

Many a young person burns a hundred thousand 
dollars in a single minute, when, for the mere present 
gratification of a moment, he mortgages all the future. 


Now, the lesson of the morning is this: That in bor- 
rowing that axe his sin consisted in this—that he did 
not give the owner of it the credit for loaning it. If 
he had gone to the owner of the axe and said: “ Now 
you ought to help build this institution; will you loan 
your axe? I will tell the people that I am doing the 
work with your axe’’—if he had done that he would 
have been right in the sight of God and in his own 
heart. 


Gop Wants You, Not WHat You Borrow 


We are not to offer to God another man’s property. 
Sometimes a man thinks he can get into heaven by 
giving to the Lord on his death-bed the money of 
which he has robbed other people. He cannot get 
into heaven that way. The right thing for him to 
do is to return that money to the people from whom 
he stole it, and let them make an offering to God. 
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I have not the time to go as far as I wish I might 
into this thought. For we have no right to give to 
God what does not honestly belong to us. True love 
to God gives itself. It does not give borrowed things ; 
it does not give borrowed principles; it does not give 
borrowed thoughts, nor borrowed books, nor bor- 
rowed money, nor borrowed physique; these offerings 
to God are but an offense unto him. 

If this young man had simply given himself and 
had not tried to make an offering which was not his 
to give, he would have done right. His sin was in 
making an offering that did not belong to him and pre- 
tending it was his own. His sin was proclaimed to 
the world, and I proclaim it now. 

Oh, friends, be frank with God; be frank with the 
church; be frank with humanity. If another shares in 
your offering, give him credit for it, let him receive 
a blessing for it. 

God does not ask you to borrow from some one 
else. He wants yourself; he wants you. He wants 
just what you yourself own or can earn, nothing more. 
Borrow no man’s axe to make an offering to God on 
your altar. 


II 
MOTHER: OF THE LILY 


I HOLD my text in my hand. It is in this piece of 
gray moss. The first verse of the Bible is ‘‘ In the be- 
ginning God made the heavens and the earth.”’ I hold 
in my hand “the beginning” of life on the earth. I 
have been thinking on this Easter of the original, liv- 
ing vegetation—the lowest of vegetal life, the moss, 
that grows on the rocks and hills and trees—and how 
wonderful a revelation it is of Christ and God. While 
I certainly cannot this morning do it the justice that 
really ought to be done the thing, yet I cannot take 
this moss in my hand and gaze upon it, after thinking 
of its connection with God, without regarding it with 
a sense of reverence that is exceedingly deep, such 
a representative of the Divine Beginner is this moss, 
taken from the edge of the rock. 

When we cleared a section of woodland in my boy- 
hood days, great trunks of trees were drawn down 
the hillside by the oxen, ripping up the leaves and soil, 
and killing every green thing. The hillside was left 
barren, desert waste. So that field, so bleak, sandy, 
and bare, was like a wound on that mountainside, ex- 
posed to the heat, to the winds and frost. It seemed 
a permanent scar on the old estate. But I went up 
there after the cows one night, and I found here and 
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there bunches of this moss starting up from every 
wounded knoll, alongside of every scratched and 
scarred rock, like a hand stretched out to cover 
the wounds, putting a soft, tender bandage of love 
over the bruised places of the earth. The original 
vegetation of the world begins as God begins, to 
cover the scarred life, to cover the bruised heart, 
and to put on a soft cover like that which a mother 
would spread over her sick child. I gathered the 
moss on that mountainside—it was the first moss 
I ever gathered. I carried pieces of it home, and 
for a long time they lay about the house. But they 
had no such lesson for me then as they have for me 
now. In the beginning God created the moss. Below 
this form of life are connecting links with the mineral 
world like the lichens that you will find on the rocks. 
But this is the primitive life form—the moss. 


THE BEGINNING OF LIFE 


There was a time when this world was dead. Not 
a leaf glinted, not a flower bloomed. There was noth- 
ing to cover the barren nakedness of this dead world. 
It had emerged from its volcanic condition; it had 
been burned to cinders; it had been melted into mines, 
and in its cooling state nothing could grow upon it. 
But God, the great Spirit, moved upon the face of the 
waters, the rocks began to appear, and as though God 
saw all the future he planted just one individual little 
sperm of moss—probably only one. Scientists, how- 
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ever, differ as to whether this vegetation may have 
started equally in different places. But scientists do 
not differ upon the fact that every growth now found 
comes from some precious seed. It cannot spring 
into new life now. There was a time when the first 
blade grew, or when the first seed was formed; 
it was descended from no other previous seed. Hence, 
one little spear of moss, one of the smallest specimens, 
which with my powerful glass I am not able to dis- 
integrate from the rest, was planted of God. In the 
beginning God planted one little grain of moss. 

I have often wished for perfect eyes, when I have 
gazed through a microscope upon something surpass- 
ingly beautiful. I have often wondered what we would 
see if we had absolutely perfect vision. What would 
this lily be to us if we had perfect sight? It would 
not be any more glorious than one of these little flow- 
ers of moss. That lily, the revelation of these later 
years, is but the outspring of all the beauties that lay 
complete in this spear of moss. 


THE BEGINNING OF THE BEAUTIFUL 


Did you ever put a moss branch under a microscope 
and scrutinize it? Did you ever examine how won- 
derfully it is made? I recall an expression of Mac- 
Laren’s, that every moss head is born “ with an um- 
brella.” It has a natural umbrella manufactured of 
God, a little conical-shaped covering to protect it from 
the severity of the weather. If you will take the 
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microscope and look at that little conical covering or 
hood upon the head of every one of the smallest of 
these spears of moss, you will see that it is as perfect 
as it is possible for anything to be made. It looks 
like a conical extinguisher. The side of it is slit in 
order that it may open with the expanding of the 
plant, and be no hindrance while it continues to be 
a protection. What a lesson for us there! I might 
talk all the morning upon the religious and moral les- 
sons that could be gathered from that feature of the 
moss in connection with the cap or umbrella. As I 
examine this with greater closeness, I find that under 
this umbrella there is a beautiful hat. Not all the art 
of millinery that was ever made by the nicest skill 
has created a hat so wonderfuily trimmed as is the 
ornamental protection on the top of the smallest stem 
of this little moss. I have wondered why women 
admire hats, why they like to adorn themselves nat- 
urally in that way. But you find the finest millinery 
in all nature in the first vegetable thing that God made. 
Everything that these men and women do in adorning 
themselves, and more, is done here in this little struc- 
ture of moss. The fringe that is on the edge of this 
little hood is more finely woven, and more uniquely 
put together than the finest laces of Belgium or Am- 
sterdam. You have no art needlework that can com- 
pare with the laces of this little sprig, for God made 
it perfect. It is perfect in its contour; it is perfect 
artistically; it is perfect in its circle; it is perfect in 
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its angle; it is perfect in accordance with the mathe- 
matical law of seven—the most perfect number. Then 
when you look under this cap with a very powerful 
microscope you find that under this is set a receptacle 
which God has ordained shall be very carefully pre- 
served until it is ripe. There is another little cap or 
hood here which closes just as I clasp my fingers, 
shutting perfectly together as though they were inter- 
locking sets of teeth. Those lids always open with 
the sunshine, and stand up like a fringe around the 
head of this little stalk of moss in the sunshine. But 
if you could only breathe on it with your damp breath, 
or if the atmosphere becomes surcharged with elec- 
tricity, so as to indicate the coming of a storm, then 
this little hood closes so perfectly together that even 
a microscope cannot reveal where the lines of opening 
are. No microscope is powerful enough to tell where 
the division is. But let a little sunshine come in on 
the plant, and it will release its folded hands and open 
them almost in prayer for a blessing from the skies. 

I speak of this to show how wonderful was the 
very first thing that God made in the vegetable world. 
Professor Huxley, the wise man, said that in the ear- 
liest form of plant life “there was the promise and 
potency of all that was to be.” He went so far as to 
say that in the original insignificant protoplasm there 
was all the life and form, not only of the moss, but 
of every other kind of vegetation that since has grown 
therefrom. 
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THE PERFECT ONE IN THE PERFECT WHOLE 


There are many lessons in this beginning of life. 
If you will examine this with a powerful glass you 
will find that every one of the spears is individually, 
wholly separate from the others. Each individual 
spear has been shaped with the perfection that would 
have characterized the first one that was made. If God 
had made only one, he would not have made that 
more complete than is either one of these in perfec- 
tion of design. Christians dwelling together are each 
one cared for by their God in just the same individual 
way. Not one of you but what has God’s direct 
care. Not one of you but has his sympathy. Not 
one of you but is as much under his protection 
as if you were the only person living on earth. That 
is the case with the spears of moss. But he has made 
them to live together, as in union there is strength; 
and each one has been obliged to sacrifice something, 
and to live for a time down in the darkness, down in 
the dead leaves, down in the dust, and live part of its 
life full of sorrow; each one is compelled to sacrifice 
in order that it may be of great good to the whole. 
When a tree grows up in the forest it is obliged to 
send its limbs far up before it reaches the sunshine. 
He who would be of the most use to God should join 
a church or society, and place himself with other mem- 
bers of mankind under government in order that he 
may be of more ultimate good. Every citizen has to 
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give up something of his liberty for the greater good 
of the whole, and what is true of governments is true 
of the moss, as is represented here in this tuft which 
I hold in my hand. God, when he made the first liv- 
ing thing, saw even the governments that would exist 
among mankind through all the ages that were yet 
to roll. 


MARVELS OF MATHEMATICAL RELATION 


I have said that these little teeth in this hood fit 
together. It is a strange thing that they number either 
four, sixteen, or thirty-two, and a great Grecian phi- 
losopher discovered what is now well known in science, 
that four, sixteen, or thirty-two, multiplied together, 
reach almost every form and shape of life. There 
are just as many teeth in the original plant as you 
have teeth in your head—thirty-two. I find, also, upon 
looking at this plant that there are four leaves shaped 
around the plant. They are put in exactly the same 
mathematical relation to each other in order to. get 
the most of the moisture and the most of sunshine 
that is possible under the circumstances. Now these 
four leaves are placed in just the relation that the mem- 
bers of the human body are placed. If you study the 
relation of the bones of the body, the relation of eyes, 
nostrils, nose, feet, you will find these numbers oc- 
curring continually—two, four, sixteen, thirty-two— 
they occur everywhere, and occur in every subsequent 
form of life. 
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God who made this original little tuft of humble 
moss, put into it all that vegetable nature now repre- 
sents. The same God who made the moss dictated the 
Bible. We often say that the God of the Bible is the 
God of nature. But there are persons who study na- 
ture closely, who say that there is an inconsistency be- 
tween them. Yet let any person who will, study this 
moss, and compare what is known of natural science 
with the tabernacle in the wilderness, and he will see 
how completely the numbers and design correspond. 
When God designed the original tabernacle it was to 
be so many cubits long and so many cubits wide, and 
the altar was also to hold the same relation—four, 
sixteen, thirty-two—to the mercy-seat, to the altar of 
incense; all to have the same numerical relationship 
as the original moss in its design. He who ordained 
from heaven that his worship should be conducted in 
that way in the wilderness by those ignorant wan- 
derers, must have been the same Person who made the 
moss, because the designs are so exactly alike, as the 
handwriting of the same person will always appear 
the same under the microscope. You cannot conceal 
the handwriting of nature’s God in the tabernacle, be- 
cause it is the handwriting of the same person who 
created the little moss and the vegetation that has sub- 
sequently developed. A unity of design runs through 
all the handiwork of God that points to one omnipo- 


tent Power. For, as the prophet says, “There is 
none else.” 
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Tue MOTHER AND THE LILY 


This moss is the mother of the lily. I asked to have 
the moss put on this side and the lilies on that side to 
contrast the mother with the lily. Yes, dear, good 
old mother is working severely; she wears muslin; 
the dear, old matron can scarcely afford a clean collar; 
the dear old mother is working at the wash-tub; she 
is scouring the steps, hour in and hour out, early in 
the morning and late at night, doing all the work, the 
dear old mother. But here is the lily; Solomon in 
all his glory is exceeded by it in the beauty of its 
attire. Yet but for the mother moss there would be 
no attire for the lily. But for a sympathizing old 
mother many of you would not be sitting in church 
with your flowers, silks, and dresses; you would not 
be here today in possession of all the joys and com- 
forts of social and religious life. Oh, your mother! 
Does not this spear of moss remind you of your 
mother, so ready to sacrifice, to sink herself out of 
sight, if her girl or boy can only prosper! “ Yes,” 
said a mother to me, whose boy is to be baptized to- 
night, “ I have nothing more to live for but my boy.” 
That mother exists for him, sinking herself in the 
darkness of widowhood, hiding herself from the world, 
working to earn a little money that that boy may be 
educated, struggling and hoping that he may be a 
great man, and praying every night over his bed that 
he may be a good man. Ah, that is the moss—God 
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in the beginning made a mother. God in the very be- 
ginning made the moss in its wonderful womanhood. 


A PARABLE OF CHRIST 


In the beginning was Christ, and Christ was with 
God, and Christ was God. Christ was there, and was 
in the moss. There is not a beautiful thing growing 
on the tree or in the field but what was there in the 
moss. If you examine it you will find in it all the 
beauty of the flowers, the stretch of the limb, the com- 
pactness of the wood, or the spreading fibrous condi- 
tion of the plants we use for our clothing. Everything 
that you can imagine or need is latent in this original 
plant. Christ and God began their work in covering 
this world with a blanket of beauty. Christ began 
with seeds of moss to make the marvelous earth. The 
wide-spreading seas, the roaring rivers, the beautiful 
sunshine and the sunset of glory were all designed by 
him. Jesus did this in order that man might enjoy 
all the untold blessing of this wonderful world, and 
Christ was there. Yes, we understand him now. He 
was in the embryo at the beginning, and he has been 
with us all the way, just as the design put into that 
plan has been since developing itself in every possible 
direction; in fruit trees, in shade trees, and in flowers. 
Yet on Easter Day we bring the lily, but we do not 
bring the moss. I have never brought moss here 
before, just as we have been doing all our lives, look- 
ing at the proud, the high, looking at the intelligent, 
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and the brilliant, and the powerful, and neglecting the 
humble, the poor, and the suffering. No matter what 
you may have done with your philanthropy for the 
poor, you have not done enough. You have not done 
what you could, and this Easter morning I set this 
example of Christ before you. The moss is Christ, 
and there you will find him in his original form. 

Yet science tells us that there will be found in the 
moss actual imperfections. God never fully expresses 
himself. You may look at the lily and wonder. Yet 
God is more beautiful than the lily. You may look 
at the moss, and be surprised at its architectural form. 
But God is more perfect than the moss. You may 
look at a Christian whose life seems to be truly pure 
-and wholly above censure, and yet Christ is not fully 
expressed there. Perhaps with perfect eyesight we 
would see defects in everything because the ideal of 
Christ is never fully expressed in this sinful world. 
Sin has come in. This vegetation must grow among 
the thorns now. It must suffer now. No Christian, 
however sacred his life, can fully set forth the divinity 
of Christ. As we gaze upon the lily, and see how won- 
derfully it is constructed, how divine its blushing glory, 
we must always remember that God who designed it is 
more perfect than the lily; that God who made this 
remarkable plant brought it up through the develop- 
ing until it bloomed in such surpassing beauty—more 
glorious than anything that the eye has ever beheld. 
Nothing is as beautiful as is God. We are growing 
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steadily on toward a beauty and perfection which we 
have not yet reached, but look forward to the glory 
that shall be. When the ages of the earth have rolled 
and rolled, and you and I have been in heaven long, 
according to earthly measurements, but only a day 
according to heavenly measurements, we shall come 
up to the towers of the gates of day and look down 
on this world to see what this moss has then become. 
When ten thousand years more shall roll, and these 
lilies which are now the most perfect of anything we 
have, shall have attained a far greater perfection, and 
all the glorious flowers shall have attained the highest 
possible development of beauty, then we shall look 
down on this earth, which is growing better every 
day, and shall find it perfectly fitted for the coming 
of the glorious Son of God, who, when he made the 
first stem of moss, put into it the whole of all the 
designs of the paradise he was intending to dwell in 
himself forever. 


III 
WORDS OR MARBLE 


THE text of this morning is in the twenty-fourth 
chapter of Matthew, the thirty-fifth verse: “ Heaven 
and earth shall pass away, but my words shall not pass 
away.” 

Did you ever read these words, and consider the 
circumstances under which they were spoken, and note 
how remarkable they were and are? I confess I have 
read them a hundred times, and did not fully appre- 
ciate all that they meant, and probably do not now; 
but I appreciate much more of them today than I 
have hitherto. “‘ Heaven and earth may pass away.” 
The stars may fade into gases and disappear; the 
earth itself may dissolve with fervid heat; and 
all be annihilated, and yet these words of Christ 
shall not pass away. It was a great assertion to be 
made by any person under any circumstances, but 
it was a peculiarly startling thing to make such a 
statement, with a positive assurance of truth, under 
such circumstances as those which surrounded the 
Lord Jesus Christ at this time. 

You know that Jesus went out and departed from 
the Temple with his disciples; he was shown about 
Jerusalem, and had prophesied that all that should be 
overturned, but still concluded the whole discussion 
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by saying that his words should not pass away. Think 
a moment! Where is the Temple of Herod? With 
its gate called Beautiful, with its court of women in 
marble glory, with its holy of holies, with all the 
world’s contribution of gold and silver and marble and 
cedar; where is that temple today? 

When in Palestine in 1870 with a British Geo- 
graphical Survey, we sought for the Temple. We 
could only find here and there little fragments of its 
pavements. Gone! Crumbled to dust, its marble pil- 
lars had disappeared, swept off into the dust of the 
air, away to the desert. But the words that Jesus 
uttered remain with none the less force now than they 
had then. 


Worpbs IMMORTALIZED BY OCCASIONS 


When men have made some great sayings, under 
peculiar circumstances, which gave force to their ut- 
terances, we remember them and can readily account 
for their endurance. You know that when the great 
Navy of England was about to contend with its fierc- 
est enemy on the sea, Nelson ran up to the masthead 
this signal, “‘ England expects every man to do his 
duty.” It was done under peculiar circumstances; it 
was done at a time of great excitement. It was done 
in an immortal moment in the history of a nation’s 
life, and it inspired the navy and the officers to the 
victory. And in every home in England and in every 
English-speaking home almost of the world, we repeat 
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that saying: ‘“ England expects every man to do his 
duty.” Those words might have been uttered by per- 
sons in private a thousand times before Nelson said 
them, and we would not have thought of it or heard 
anything about it. But because of the combination 
of exciting circumstances that saying of Nelson 
remains. 

The old Greek philosopher’s saying, “ Know thy- 
self,’ we all talk about; we remember it, not so much 
because of its inherent wisdom, but because it has 
found a place in the literature of that wonderfully 
literary people of Greece. It has found its place in 
their poems, upon their stage, in their oratory. De- 
mosthenes and Aeschines varied the quotation but lit- 
tle: “Know thyself, O nation; know thyself, O 
man.” We can account for that. 

When Webster stood in the Senate, after they had 
been advocating the secession of South Carolina, or 
the nullification law, that ponderous orator of Massa- 
chusetts with his round, large, sonorous tones made 
the Senate fairly tremble, through speaking deeply and 
slowly those wonderful words, ‘‘ Liberty and Union, 
one and inseparable, now and forever.” It was a won- 
derful saying; it is marvelously eloquent; eloquent be- 
cause of the importance of the time and because of 
its influence upon the nation’s destinies. You have 
heard it shouted in battles, “ Liberty and Union, now 
and forever, one and inseparable.” We have cried it 
in the battle-smoke, we have uttered it on the rostrum, 
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on the pulpit, everywhere, an inspiring saying, because 
it was uttered in the United States Senate, the highest 
legislative branch of the government, because it was 
uttered by that mighty orator, and because of the 
danger of the dissolution of our nation, which it is 
said to have largely prevented. It is easy to remem- 
ber that. It is no surprise that it finds a place at every 
fireside, “ Liberty and Union, now and forever, one 
and inseparable.”’ 

When Cesar said, “‘ Ceesar’s wife should be above 
suspicion,’ he said a great thing. Cesar said it. It 
was spoken by the ruler of the Roman empire; it was 
said under circumstance of such excitement that it 
attracted the attention of millions of people. ‘‘ Cesar’s 
wife should be above suspicion.” Authors have re- 
peated it all along and will repeat it as long as the 
world shall stand. It is no surprise that they should 
do that because of its local environment. 

There is a saying that “ The pen is mightier than 
the sword.” It is not a very large saying, it is not 
so peculiarly wise, but it utters a well-recognized fact; 
but Lord Lytton first wrote it at a time when England 
and the Continent were excited and the tide of dan- 
gerous political feeling had brought itself to the front. 
It indirectly taught people that it was better to fight 
with discussion than it was with the sword and spear. 
It is now remembered because of these romantic cir- 
cumstances which surround it. 

When we read the Old Testament we have the prov- 
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erbs. Strangely true these proverbs, but we have them 
embalmed in the old Hebrew literature. The men who 
uttered them wrote them down, and the great names 
of those who wrote gave power to the writing. The 
writing was wise, divinely so, and it was preserved 
in that great treasure-house of Jewish literature. Such, 
was the case of the writing of the prophets. 

When you come down to Jesus we find the circum- 
stances so different. In the first place he was a man 
then comparatively unknown, in this world’s affairs. 
He was not a king, nor a politician, nor a ruler. He 
had no power except the mere social power of an indi- 
vidual life. He never wrote anything; not a word 
have we now of all that he said that was written down 
by himself. He talked out in the fields; he advised by 
the waters; he preached in the mountains; he con- 
soled in the city; he condemned in the market-place. 
But yet he said, ‘“‘ Heaven and earth shall pass away, 
but my words shall not pass away.’’ It is no surprise 
that words are preserved when written down under 
the concentrated observation of the great or the many; 
but when a man utters a thing among a few Galileans 
who do not understand how to write, when he utters 
it in the rabble and the crowd where the people are 
excited about other things, almost a random expres- 
sion, it seems to us to be a wonderful thing that his 
words are preserved through all eternity; never for- 
gotten. There is something miraculous about that. 
People may speak of the miracles of the Bible and dis- 
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cuss over them all they choose, here is one of the 
great miracles of which you and I can testify, that 
Jesus’ words are preserved, although he never wrote 
them down, and never uttered them among those ex- 
citing circumstances which surrounded the wars and 
contentions which made these proverbs great. 


Ir JEsus Hap NEVER SPOKEN 


Now suppose Jesus had not spoken. Of course I 
have not the time to bring many of these thoughts to 
- your mind. But suppose Jesus had not said: “ In my 
Father’s house are many mansions; if it were not so 
I would have told you.’ He uttered that to eleven 
of his friends, and those friends not high in social or 
political or military life. He said it to very ordinary 
people. Suppose he had not used those words, how 
different would have been the history of the Christian 
world! How different your life, how different mine! 
A hope of a mansion not built with hands, eternal in 
the heavens! How different is our life because Jesus 
said that, and yet he did not write it down; it was 
not written down at the time he said it, it was simply 
written afterwards, recalled again by the Spirit of 
God, and men wrote as they were directed by that 
Holy Spirit. 

Suppose Jesus had not told the story of the prodigal 
son. Suppose he had not said, “I will arise and go 
to my father.” Or suppose it had not been preserved. 
We would not have had a Wesley to preach all over 
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the English-speaking world. We would not have had 
a Spurgeon with his great tabernacle in London; we 
would not have had a Newman with his insight into 
religious truth; we would not have had a Garfield; 
no, not an Abraham Lincoln, if Jesus had not spoken 
these wonderful words in telling the story of the re- 
turn of the prodigal son. 

If Jesus had not said, “ All things whatsoever ye - 
would that others should do unto you, do ye even so 
unto them,” the moral condition of the community— 
how low it would have been! But now that has be- 
come a part of the warp and woof of human life and 
civilized institutions. ‘All things whatsoever ye 
would that others should do unto you, do ye even so 
unto them.’ Suppose Jesus had not said that. How 
different would be the conditions of life now! Yet 
it still remains, although he did not write it; it re- 
mains though he did not ask any one else to write it. 

When upon the cross with the thief over there ask- - 
ing to be remembered, Jesus uttered these words, “ To- 
day shalt thou be with me in Paradise.” Suppose 
Jesus had not said that. Suppose nothing of the kind 
had been said or preserved. Oh, how hopeless would 
this world be! I thought as I was reading the last 
chapter of Revelation at the funeral of a beloved dea- 
con, how comforting and helpful these two last chap- 
ters of Revelation are to persons in mourning! How 
often have they been read! ‘ There shall be no night 
there, for the Lord God shall be the light thereof.” 


* 
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Suppose these words had not been uttered. Suppose 
Jesus had not said, “ Today thou shalt be with me in 
Paradise.” Heaven itself would not have been opened, 
because it was the teaching of that very expression 
that brought forth the after experience of faith in the 
apostles. We know now that when we die we do not 
sleep; we know that we pass immediately to Paradise, 
if we believe in God. For Jesus said, “ Today shalt 
thou be with me in Paradise.” If it were not for these 
and kindred words we would not believe in any 
resurrection. 

Jesus said to that inquiring skeptic that when men 
go to heaven “they are as the angels of heaven.” I 
wondered, as I have thought of those of our flock 
who have gone to their rest, if we realized the comfort 
of Jesus’ word. Suppose Jesus had not said that. 
Could we bring any comfort to the mourner? Could . 
we bring anything that would be helpful to those who 
have parted with loved ones, if Jesus had kept silent 
upon it or his words had not been remembered ? 

Jesus sayeth, “He that cometh unto me I will in 
no wise cast out.’ There is scarcely a Christian in 
this house but who has come to Jesus in consequence 
of that saying. It was the very thing that influenced 
me, a sinner under the wrath of God. I did not see 
any merit in me to command the attention of Jesus 
Christ. But when I found that he said, ‘‘ Whosoever 
cometh unto me I will in no wise cast out,” that in- 
cluded me and I decided I would go. If he had been 
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silent, or his words had not lived, I should not have 
gone to him. You would not have approached him 
or dared to do it. 

Again when he said, “ Blessed are they that revile - 
you and speak all manner of evil against you.” We 
see the flames of martyrdom arising, and hear the men 
singing with joy as they go to their death, and yet 
these martyrs would have died in disgrace but for this 
expression of Jesus, “ Blessed are ye when men shall 
persecute you for my sake.” 


THE VINDICATION OF CHRIST’S WorRD 


How armies have marched, like Cromwell’s, at the 
word of Jesus! In obedience the Waldensians have 
met their foes or hidden away in the rocky mountains 
of the Alps, or have fled into exile, and the missionary 
or pilgrim has gone into the dark continents and to 
the distant islands. The heroes of the world have 
been made by the words of Jesus Christ. Colleges 
have arisen, hospitals have been built; the rich have 
reached down to help up the fallen, and the world 
has been brought into a great beautiful brotherhood 
by the words of the Lord Jesus Christ. His words— 
they are true, they are true, they are true! 

And this, too, was true, when he spoke of his words 
and said, “‘ Heaven and earth shall pass away, but my 
words shall never pass away.” And this house today, 
this great company of worshipers, our love for God, 
our admiration for the Scriptures, our desire to help 
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our fellow men, are all the open advertised results of 
this saying of Christ, and show that his word will 
live forever. The Bible is better known, more read, 
more loved, more closely followed in this world to- 
day than ever before. Its influence over the earth 
is vastly greater, increasing with every passing month ; 
and in this great city now people are turning by the 
thousands to the Lord Jesus because of his word, 
which he only uttered to the winds, but which were 
gathered up by the spirit of the providence of God and 
preserved more permanently than marble. Yes, more 
permanently than the foundations of the world itself. 


BENEDICTION * 


We adore thee, our Father, for thy unchangeable, 
eternal word, spoken to us by thy dear Son. We thank 
thee for all the assurance it has built in under our best 
expectations, under our strongest confidence; we thank 
thee that with the lapse of the centuries thy word, in- 
stead of fading away, has become only more widely 
known, only the more sincerely revered. Help us to 
take that evidence of the truth of what the Lord did 
say, and to lean upon it and to love it and to obey 
it every day we live. Make us to be in deed and in 
truth followers of the Lord Jesus Christ in this world. 

To that end may thy grace, dear Lord, and thy 
love, dear Father, and thy communion, Holy Spirit, 
abide with us evermore. Amen. 


1 By G: Ay Peltz, DD: 


IV 
APPRECIATE YOUR NEED 


I wit only take one phase of the thought in the 
seventeenth verse of the third chapter of Revelation: 
“Because thou sayest, I am rich and increased with 
goods, and have need of nothing; and knowest not 
that thou art wretched, and miserable, and poor, and 
blind, and naked; I counsel thee to buy of me gold 
tried in the fire, that thou mayest be rich.” The 
thought which impressed me in the reading of this 
verse was in the statement that these sinful people at 
Laodicea came under the condemnation of God be- 
cause they thought they “had need of nothing.” 

A family party were arranging for a Saturday af- 
ternoon picnic in the park, and they had all the ar- 
rangements carefully made with the bus at the door 
when some one noticed that the mother was not go- 
ing. As she sat at the window to bid them good-by 
there arose a cry, saying: “Is not mother going? We 
shall need her. We can’t get along without mother! 
She will be needed to arrange the table. She will be 
needed to look after the dishes. We shall need her to 
prepare the food. We cannot get along without 
mother.” The delighted mother, dear, old, saintly 
woman, gets into the coach, the happiest one of the 
party when she felt they had need of her. 

35 
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There is nothing so delights a loving heart as to 
feel that some person has need of it. Nothing so com- 
forts a mother as to feel she is necessary to her chil- 
dren. Nothing so cheers a sincere wife as to feel she 
is needed by her husband. It is characteristic of the 
best life, and being characteristic of it here on this 
earth, it must be characteristic of it in heaven. Can 
you imagine anything more delightful to the great lov- 
ing heart of the Almighty God than to know that we 
feel our need of him? 


THE PRIME VALUE OF A SENSE OF NEED 


The great problem in the education of the people 
of this city and nation I have found to be, through 
the study of years, not so much in the providing of 
the means as in the awakening of the people to the 
sense of the need of an education. This is the chiefest 
thing. When a young man or a woman has a full 
appreciation of the need of an education to his fu- 
ture life there is but little difficulty in securing it. It 
has been an interesting thing to me to think of the 
great colleges endowed with their millions, with their 
marble halls, their magnificent domes, their expensive 
machinery, and then compare them with some of the 
little colleges, whose buildings cost $3,000, and see 
what an influence upon the country one college has 
compared with another. The college that made Daniel 
Webster had but $35,000; the college that made Gar- 
field a mighty man had but $28,000 invested funds; 
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indeed, when we look at the history of the majority 
of our mightiest men we find they have largely come 
from the small schools or colleges. A little college 
like Amherst, Mass., has sent more influential, great 
men into national affairs than any three other colleges. 
It is because of the spirit, of the locality, and of the 
inspiration of the surroundings. It is of more value 
to a young man to awaken in him a sense of his need 
of education than to give him all the aids of a mighty 
institution endowed with its tens of millions. 

If a young man can get a full sense of his need of 
an education, even if he cannot go to a college, he has 
gained more than the four years’ instructions can pos- 
sibly give him without it; for in some way he will se- 
cure it. This is the chief thing to arouse in the young 
people—a sense of need. John hath said in this in- 
spired writing that the great sin of the Laodiceans was 
that they had no sense of need. That is the greatest 
sin of the world. If you could get your child to ap- 
preciate the fact that what you advise him is some- 
thing he will need by and by; if you could only per- 
suade him to appreciate the fact that a good name, 
that education, that character, that habits are all con- 
nected with the needs of his future, he would become 
the good man you wish him to be. But if you send 
your child out into the world with no sense of future 
need, need of present help, or of discipline, or of 
instruction, he must go into the world very weak and 
untrained for the battle of life. 
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Tue Sin oF Not RECOGNIZING Our NEED 


When they first made the mowing-machines the 
companies who manufactured them failed because peo- 
ple did not know they wanted machines. The best 
salesmen were employed; they went around and told 
the farmers how much more hay they could cut with 
the machine than they could by hand. The farmers 
all said: ‘‘ We don’t need it; we will go on in the old 
way.” And so the company failed. But the country 
would have been worth two thousand million dollars 
more today if the farmers had adopted the mowing- 
machine five years earlier than they did. But ‘the 
farmers said to the agents, ‘“‘ We do not need it.” 

So also said the people to whom the agents of the 
sewing-machine went. It was eighteen years before 
the machine really found its way into the homes. Be- 
fore that they said: “ The needle is the best way to 
sew. I do not need a machine.’’ The sewing-machine 
is now found everywhere, because the people have 
learned their need for it. Oh, how great a sin it was 
that families did not accept the machine earlier than 
they did. 

I remember going into the desert from Egypt. The 
guide told us what he thought we would need. He 
instructed us what to take along and what to leave 
behind. There was one in the party, a young English 
lord of wealth, who thought he knew better than the 
guide what he should take with him. He could not 
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feel the need of the prescribed articles. He went along 
with us and borrowed from many of us, and was un- 
comfortable at the best. Although he did succeed in 
getting across to Bagdad, after four weeks delay, yet 
all the way through the journey he regretted that he 
“hadn't felt the need.” 

This is the chief thing in the extension of the gos- 
pel; and it is the Holy Spirit’s entire occupation to 
arouse people to their sense of need. Conviction of 
sin is nothing more or less than the conviction that we 
need a Saviour. 

At a hotel fire in Kansas City the fire was blazing 
very high in the basement, and the people were all 
asleep. They had no fire-alarm with which to awaken 
the people. It was necessary to run along every cor- 
ridor and call the people, rapping on each door. Now, 
if these people who were sleeping could have been at 
once awakened to a sense of their own need, then 
nothing further would have been necessary. Many 
were sleeping, many were not aroused; they could not 
feel their need, and many of them were burned. Those 
who did escape, escaped through the windows in great 
terror and pain. All they at first needed was to be 
told at once, and to be so told that they would ap- 
preciate it. 

The diseases that afflict mankind nearly all begin 
in some insidious way from slight and curable attacks 
at first and then rapidly develop. If only there was 
a sense of the need of medicine aroused on the part 
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of the person, health would be retained. The mother 
tells the child what he ought to do, but he carelessly 
answers, ‘“ There is no need.”’ The physician gives 
advice, but the dying patients in many cases do not 
feel the necessity for following it. This great cry of 
humanity against God and against man, “ We do not 
need it,” is the most awful sin in the world. A man 
says: “I have not committed any great sin against 
God; I am as good as the people who go to church.” 
The greatest sin under God’s heaven is to feel in that 
way. It leads to all others. The sin of indifference, 
the sin of carelessness, the sin of lack of sense of need 
of the living God, is one of the worst sins on the earth. 

General Grant was advised again and again to stop 
smoking cigars. Many a physician and army surgeon, 
said: ‘‘ General, that won’t do; if you continue to 
smoke you will suffer for it.” But he didn’t feel the 
need of giving it up. He thought he could go on smok- 
ing for years to come, and when the nations were 
ready to do him honor, when kings and queens were 
welcoming him as a hero, it was too late for him then 
to retreat. A cancer of the throat caused by smoking 
had reached such a stage of malignancy that General 
Grant went to a grave twenty years before he needed 
to go. He was a great man in some directions, but 
there was a sense of need lacking in his life, and his 
nation lost much by his early decease. 

We do not feel the need of Providence. A man 
goes into business and does not feel he needs to have 
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God with him. He does not feel that there is necessity 
that he should get down on his knees and pray to se- 
cure the favor of God. Hence he goes on, often to a 
defeat that otherwise would be the sublimest success, 
all because “ he doesn’t feel the need ” of having God’s 
providence with him. 

This is the great sin in our city and State political 
affairs. The people do not see the need of going to 
the polls: they do not see the need of reform. It is a 
great sin. They let the filth run on through the water- 
pipes into our homes, just as we let the filth of politics 
run into our public affairs. It is a great sin. 


Man’s GREAT NEED 


Now man needs a Saviour; he needs salvation. I 
say that from this pulpit again and again, and these 
people hear it. But they do not heed it. They say: 
“T have no need of a Saviour. My soul is safe so 
far as I know or care. I take no interest in the fu- 
ture; no care for eternity; no sense of need.” That 
is a very great sin. 

In the channel off Nantucket some years ago there » 
was a steamship caught in a low fog. Its topmasts 
could be seen distinctly over the fog plainly in sight 
from the shore, but the fog hid the hull of the vessel. 
Those on the shore tried to communicate with the 
steamship. They fired guns, which the people on the 
boat heard, but they were too sure that they were on 
the right way to heed them. The captain thought he 
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knew the coast; he had thrown out his lead; he had 
ascertained the depth of the channel; he had been, 
there many times in the fog; he had “no need” of 
warning; he went on in his false course. The people 
could see that the boat was going directly for the head- 
land. In less than half an hour it would be on 
those rocks and be destroyed. The excitement was 
so intense that they say the whole town came to the 
shore. They fired again and again and sent up rock- 
ets to see if they could in some way attract the at- 
tention of that steamer and save her from destruction. 
They were not successful; the boat went on the rocks 
amid the breakers; the steamship was destroyed, and 
the sea was filled with the bodies of the dead. It was 
one of the most hideous wrecks of all the recent years. 
They thought they had no need. 

Men and women are in a fog concerning their ever- 
lasting salvation. They think there is no need of ap- 
pealing to a Saviour. They declare, “It is nothing to 
me.” That lack of the sense of need is the great hin- 
drance to the work of the church. 

I remember when my children were playing on the 
roof of my barn in Somerville, Mass. The roof was 
protected by a little iron rod running around the side. 
They had been playing blind man’s buff. I remember 
seeing that the whole side of that iron framework had 
fallen to the ground. My little girl, with a handker- 
chief around her eyes, was running about the roof, 
laughing gleefully, after her little brother, chasing after 
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him to the very edge. Once she came so near to the 
edge that her little feet slipped and I remember with 
what terrible anxiety I stood down there and cried to 
her, “ Take off that handkerchief!”’ When at last the 
little girl heard my command and released herself from 
the handkerchief she was not two inches from the 
edge at that time. She then saw the need. We go 
blindfolded through life; we place a handkerchief over 
our eyes voluntarily. When people say, “ You are 
near to danger,’ we say, “‘ We do not see any”; we 
do not understand what they mean. Self-blinded spir- 
its going on under condemnation of God, appealing 
not unto God or Christ! 

This is why the Laodiceans came under such just 
condemnation. God counseled them to buy gold, tried 
in the fire, “ Because thou sayest I am rich and have 
need of nothing, and knowest not that thou art 
wretched and miserable and poor and blind and naked.” 
Pray for a keener appreciation of your need. 


Vv 
A SENSITIVE CONSCIENCE 


In the ninth chapter of Hebrews, the fourteenth 
verse, we find this expression, so applicable to the 
Lord’s Supper, “ How much more shall the blood of 
Christ, who through the eternal Spirit offered himself 
without spot to God, purge your conscience from dead 
works to serve the living God.” 

Many of you, no doubt, have read of the wonderful 
advance of science, and you probably have been not 
only surprised, but at some time filled with awe as you 
have read of the mighty progress the years have shown 
in inventions and discoveries. You hear about watches 
made with such intricate mechanism that they not only 
keep the time of the day and the time of the week 
and the day of the month and the year of the century, 
but will also announce the next eclipse. You read of 
machinery so wonderfully adjusted as to be noise- 
less and yet to carry many horse-power into active 
manufacturing. You read of barometers so delicate 
as to indicate the slightest change of moisture in the 
atmospheric conditions such as no instrument before 
did approach. You read of thermometers that indicate 
the rise or fall of temperature with such nicety as to 
seem to be positively perfect. You read of balances 
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that it cannot be seen with the naked eye, will tip the 
scale. You read of rods with which you can measure 
down to the ten-thousandth part of an inch. 


MECHANICAL SENSITIVITY 


You read of coinage so conducted as to lose noth- 
ing in the wear and tear. You read of an arrange- 
ment presented for the finances of a country, by which 
its accounts may be so kept that not one penny for a 
hundred years will lose its place in the arrangement 
of a whole nation. You read of school methods for 
instruction that seem to be so perfect that a child, while 
seemingly at play, is learning at five years of age what 
we found it difficult to grasp in the days of our col- 
lege and university education. We find that there 
have been presented schemes for the arrangement of 
law, by which the government may become so pater- 
nal, yet so free, as to make every man secure the just 
reward for his service, robbing no man of his right, 
and taking away from no man any measure of his 
earnings or of his reasonable and righteous profit. 

There is coming a day when the laws of the nation 
will be so adjusted that there will be perfect justice 
in all the closest details. We read that travel has now 
become so very carefully arranged that a man can pur- 
chase a ticket to go around the world and be supplied 
with every detail of his living, even to clothes and eye- 
glasses, if he choose, and pay for the same all at once 
at one place, and find himself honored, received, and 
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supplied with money, clothing, food, and travel wher- 
ever he may go, even among the heathen nations. 
They issue tickets now that are good in the interior 
of China and Japan. We know something of the 
machinery by which they telegraph from ships in mid- 
ocean to the shore and from the shore to the ships, 
with no intervening instruments or wires. 

They now have photographed the sun in its eclipse 
with such accuracy that for a thousand years to come 
men will actually look upon the sun as it was in each 
stage of the approach of the moon upon its surface. 
Chemistry has made such advances that the man who 
graduated in the best school of any university five 
years ago is now but a child in its progress. Chemistry 
now is usefully applied to almost everything. Chem- 
istry is now the most important agency in the study 
of the human body. They take a drop of blood, and 
find out the disease which afflicts a person, ascertain 
the condition of his system, find out what kind of food 
he has been eating, the air he has been breathing, and 
even the disposition of the man, all from a single drop 
of blood. Chemistry has gone on to detect malaria in 
the air and in the water that we drink. It now goes 
into the smallest things. They now have instruments 
so carefully arranged that they can detect even the 
approach of gas in the air. Put one of them in your 
house, and if one of the gas jets becomes disadjusted 
in the slightest manner, that instrument will ring a 
bell to warn you of the danger. 


A SENSITIVE CONSCIENCE AT 


ADVANCED SURGERY 


We have seen wonderful exhibitions of the advance 
of surgery. The advancement of that science is so 
startling that you can scarcely believe it to be true 
when it is under your eye. When you actually see 
in the operation how a man may be taken seemingly 
into pieces, and parts of his body actually severed and 
readjusted, and still the man go on to live, there is 
something startling about it. I have seen in our hos- 
pital great parts of the bodies of patients taken away, 
and yet they are living and progressing and getting 
well, and earnest in their hopes for the future in this 
world. When I see them walking forth from the hos- 
pital it seems as though there has been a resurrection, 
from the dead, as though they could not be the same 
person after such fearful operations. The science of 
the soul has also been studied—the laws of the mind, 
until men are stepping over into the realms of the soul, 
and can assert from a scientific basis that there is a 
soul, and that it has its identity, its personality, sepa- 
rate from the body. 

But as we study all these wonderful inventions, and 
these great advances made in modern civilization, we 
are brought up to the thought that there is something 
more needed than the delicate adjustment of machin- 
ery. There is a necessity for an increased sensitiveness 


~ of the human conscience. ‘“‘ How much more shall 


the blood of Christ purge your conscience?”’ This 
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is a greater need than that of machinery. Indeed, 
if we do not secure this advance in the adjustments 
of conscience, then all this advance in education, in 
learning and skill is going to be a dangerous thing 
to the world. We must be awake to this danger. 
Our consciences need to develop, need to be more 
sensitive, need to be more comprehensive and appre- 
hensive. That is the great need. We are taught in 
this Scripture that Christ shed his blood that the con- 
sciences of men might be increased in power, might 
be more delicate, more adapted to all the varieties of 
an intricate civilization. 

Now when machinery has become so complicated 
there are involved in it divine questions for the con- 
science to settle. When in our civilization our social 
interlacing is so close, we are compelled to decide every 
minute some questions of conscience which our fathers 
never knew. Before railroads, the telegraph or tele- 
phone, the improvements in travel, all the improve- 
ments in home life, and all the advances in the sciences, 
we could live rudely, and without having many such 
questions presented for judgment. Now in the intense 
civilization of this day the conscience of man is com- 
pelled to be in continual exercise; not a moment passes 
but some new form of thought is presented for ad- 
justment, and it is only the most cultivated, most care- 
fully prepared, the most accurate, the most sensitive 
conscience that is able to decide right from wrong in 
these dangerous days. 
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DANGEROUS SENSITIVITY 


There are many consciences which are all wrong be- 
cause they are oversensitive. I once saw a young 
man with a gun, and the gun would go off before 
the time that he intended that it should because it 
would not stay cocked. Consequently to load that gun 
was simply to fire it at something he did not intend 
to hit. There are many people’s consciences made of 
similar sensitiveness so that they go off before the 
time intended, or shoot at something that conscience 
was never made to hit. They are so fearfully “ con- 
scientious”’ that they won’t do right. There is such 
a thing as being insanely conscientious. It is a kind 
of unnatural false form, an imitation, a sort of coun- 
terfeit of real conscientiousness. With such people 
their prejudices are often their conscience. If a man 
be prejudiced against a thing, his false conscience will 
immediately arise and condemn it to be wrong. Did 
you ever study human nature enough to see how many 
good Christian people get a prejudice, and try to sup- 
port it by the Scriptures? Everything is wrong against 
which the man happens to hold a prejudice. Every- 
thing is wrong which that Christian man or woman 
dislikes. If he thinks it is wrong for himself to go 
to church in one cut of clothing, it is wrong for another 
person to go in that style of suit. If he dislikes any- 
thing in social life, then it is wrong for any other 
person to do that thing. We find it also exhibited in 
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the tendency of some excellent Christian people to 
think all religion must be sour and gloomy. The per- 
son’s conscience persuades him to feel that nothing is 
religion unless it is dark. He is not sensitive to any- 
thing that is bright, not sensitive to anything that is 
cheerful, not sensitive to anything that is beautiful. 
‘All things to him work together to bring gloom if 
they work together for good. Hence his religion is 
all conscientious dulness against everything hopeful, 
against all brightness and cheer. 

There are some consciences that are elastic. They 
appreciate wrong, but they extend it; they stretch it 
out like rubber. There are consciences that are some- 
thing like that. You remember the man who bought 
the land of the Indians, and they agreed to give as 
much as a bull’s hide would enclose. You will re- 
member that he took the bull’s hide and cut it into 
little strings and tied them together, and stretched 
the bull’s hide as far as it would go around the piece 
of land, and thus cheated the Indians. There are con- 
sciences like that which detect wrong. But they 
stretch out until they enclose so much that it would be 
far better indeed for them to have no conscience at 
all than to have one that stretches like that. Some 
people observe the Sabbath Day, and yet on that day 
they will be at the shore, and think it would not be 
any harm to go on the “ merry-go-round today,” and 
then they stretch their conscience a little more to go 
fishing the next Sabbath; then they think it is no harm 
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to go on an excursion the following Sabbath, and then 
to get drunk on another Sabbath, because they have 
stretched their consciences away out of all relationship 
with what is right. 

There are consciences that are hardened. I might 
illustrate this to show the need of some educator of 
the conscience. There are hardened consciences every- 
where. When the telephone was first discovered they 
put in the Bell telephone in Boston. It was a very 
interesting thing to use it. But one day the telephone 
would not work. You could not hear anything over 
it. It was afterwards explained to us that the car- 
bon plate had hardened, that the atmosphere was so 
filled with moisture that it had hardened the plate. 
Consequently it would not respond, with its tender 
sensitiveness, to the electric current. It was hardened. 
It was seared as with a hot iron. The conscience is 
more sensitive than the telephone. It needs to be 
ever in an excellent condition, ever perfect, in order 
to detect the communications that are constantly com- 
ing to the human soul. 


Tue MEANEST CHRISTIAN 


We wonder why Christian people do such mean 
things, why a person who claims to believe in Jesus 
Christ can do such sinful things. You often see a 
man whose life has been completely perfect in every 
respect, and yet who will one day do the most selfish, 
the most inconsistent, perhaps the most vile and wicked 
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things. You will wonder and wonder how can Chris- 
tians do such things. It is because their conscience 
is faulty. So far as their consciences work they lis- 
ten, but their consciences fail to respond. They are 
not sufficiently sensitive to God at all times. While 
their intentions are good they do not accomplish what 
they wish, because their conscience is not keen enough 
to’ give them the decision they need. 

If the mayor of the city determines that the people 
should have clear water, and we have a city council 
composed of people who wish to make something out 
of the water job, what shall he do? Shall he stop 
the whole enterprise, and let the city go without water 
rather than make compromises with the councilmen? 
Or shall he arise up and say, “ I will make no compro- 
mise with any selfish wire-puller?’’ Then the whole 
city may suffer for a number of years to come. I do 
not wonder that politicians are continually being mis- 
interpreted because of the nice questions which con- 
scientious men have to decide. What is his duty? 
“Oh, the burdens of our political life,” I thought as I 
went over the speeches of the Senators in Washington. 
How difficult it is to decide what is best by the politi- 
cians. What is best for the Philippines? For Cuba? 
For Porto Rico? What is best for Pennsylvania? 
There are so many different minds, so many questions 
arising. Oftentimes the voter is confronted at the 
polls by this question: “ Shall I vote for this man or 
not? I know him personally; I know that he is a 
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bad man. Shall I vote for that cause, or abandon the 
cause on account of the bad candidates I am called 
upon to vote for?” How often I am confronted with 
that question when called upon to vote for men whom 
I do not care to have represent me or the community! 
When is it right to abandon the cause because we do 
not respect those men who would represent us? 


THE TRAINED CONSCIENCE 


But this wonderful gift of God, the human con- 
science, the greatest gift that comes to man, is capa- 
ble of great education. The apostle in this verse and 
this chapter of Hebrews is endeavoring to teach that 
the blood of Jesus Christ can educate the conscience. 
Consequently it is our duty to place ourselves within 
the influence of the blood of Jesus Christ. The con- 
science can be educated by a pure home. What a mag- 
nificent thing is a beautiful young woman with a con- 
science trained in a home that is pure, under the influ- 
ence of the Bible and of the gospel? Nothing more 
magnificent is presented for the contemplation of the 
human mind. How beautiful is that womanhood! 
How much do men need an equally tender conscience? 
They need it perhaps in a greater measure than woman- 
hood because they are exposed to greater temptations. 
We need this higher conscience, and we can get it by 
education. The Scriptures are given to educate the 
conscience. The church was established to educate the 
conscience. 
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But the chief thought that was in my mind was this, 
that we were to go to the Lord’s Supper and partake 
of his body and drink of his blood that we might purge 
our consciences, that we might be educated in a finer, 
keener, sensitiveness to things that are right and_ 
wrong. 

In the old day, in the sugar refineries, when the 
sugar was very dark or black they brought in the pure 
warm blood of beasts, and mingled it with the sugar 
that we might have pure white loaf sugar, which we 
so much enjoy. The blood that purifies into pure 
whiteness has often been used to illustrate the presence 
of Christ in the heart and soul of man. It is sufficient 
to purge it and purify it until it becomes transparent 
enough, good and pure enough, to obey God’s will. 

One purpose of the Lord’s Supper is for the educa- 
tion of the human conscience. It is the greatest need 
of this age. We gather at his table today that our 
conscience may be affected by the presence of his spir- 
itual blood, and purified thereby, and we be better able 
to decide what is right and what is wrong, and be 
more courageous to do what is right when we under- 
stand what it is. 


VI 
AFFECTIONATE IGNORANCE 


THE text tonight is in the nineteenth chapter of 
Luke, the forty-second verse, “If thou hadst known.” 
To show the context let me read: “ And when Jesus 
was come near to Jerusalem he beheld the city and 
wept over it, saying, If thou hadst known, even thou, 
at least in this thy day, the things which belong unto 
thy peace; but now they are hid from thy eyes.” 

Love in a sunbonnet! In the State of Massachu- 
setts, at a place called Middlefield, in the Berkshire 
Hills, there came forth as an elder sister the personi- 
fication of love, leading two little children to the plat- 
form cars on a siding. The sweet young woman, 
whom I entitle, “ Love in a Sunbonnet,” placed these 
two children, her little brother and sister, upon one 
of the platform cars, and left them to play there, while 
she returned to the duties of the house. She was 
their sister, and at the same time, because their mother 
was dead, she was also their mother. She loved them 
with all the intensity which a sister develops when 
she has little brothers and sisters to care for. 


A THRILLING EXPERIENCE 


I know of no picture that could be put upon canvas 
that would attain the respect of the human heart more 
55 
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universally than the magnificent idea of an elder sis- 
ter acting as the mother of the family. Other children 
came and played around the car. One older boy, who 
had frequently played in the same way there, pulled 
out the wedge under the car-wheel, and then securing 
an iron bar, experimented with the wheels to start 
the car. It had been done before, and the car would 
run down to the siding a few hundred feet, and there 
it would easily stop. But unfortunately this time, the 
switch was set for the main track. The car started 
slowly with these two little children upon it. It swung 
out on the main track, and began to descend that aw- 
ful grade, down toward the town of Chester, into 
these deep valleys, over those fearful grades, swinging 
around very short curves, gliding under the edge of 
the mountain, out again over little meadows, and then 
again into deep ravines. It swept down with such 
velocity that the roar echoed from hill to hill, from 
mountain to mountain, and people could hear it for 
miles away. ‘‘ Love in a Sunbonnet ” heard a scream; 
she rushed out of the mountain cottage where she had 
been at work, only in time to see the car disappearing. 
She rushed upon the track, screamed, and fell upon 
the ground, praying that God might protect her dear 
little ones. What can be done? Helpless love pray- 
ing to God for dear ones! 

In the switch-tower not very far away was a young 
man who was the engaged husband of this young wo- 
man. He heard the scream, recognized the voice, 
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rushed from the tower, down the track, and asked 
what had happened. She screamed, “‘ Oh, the car has 
carried off my children!” The appeal! How it must 
have struck into that young man’s noble heart. The 
tears started, and the heart beat fast with horror. 
Then the suggestion came to him that he might tele- 
graph down to Chester. He ran quickly to the tower, 
and with his fingers trembling on the key, telegraphed 
away down the valley many miles that the car was 
coming with the two children upon it, and asked them 
to do something if possible to stop it on the way. At 
Chester was the siding for the Emery Mines. The 
switchman receiving the message, and hearing the car 
coming, turned the switch toward the Emery Mines, 
that were up a steep ascent. The car turned into the 
ascent with a dizzy sweep with fire rolling from its 
wheels, and rushing up and up the hillside grade, 
finally came to a stop, where venturesome men leaped 
upon the car and turned the brakes. I shall never 
forget the account of it as it was given to me by an 
eye-witness. That young woman, representing love, 
praying for her loved ones, that they might be saved, 
was in the position represented in a similar manner 
of Jesus Christ on the side of the mountain, looking 
over Jerusalem, and weeping over it and saying, “ Oh, 
if thou hadst only known!” This young woman bit- 
terly cried: “If I had only known that switch was 
open for the main track! If they had only known the 
danger, then my loved ones would not have entered 
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it.” Her prayer went up, as it goes up over all the 
world under similar circumstances, “God save our 
ignorant loved ones! ” 


DESTRUCTIVE IGNORANCE 


I recall a good illustration of the power of igno- 
rance to defeat the efforts of love. In the city of 
Newark, N. J., a doctor visited a young child and pre- 
scribed for it, and as they had no servant, he took 
the prescription himself to the drug-store. He was 
attending another patient on the same trip, and so he 
ordered two prescriptions. The drug clerk, in putting 
them up, labeled them, and accidently exchanged the 
contents. The physician took one with him, and after 
he reached the village, some four miles from Newark, 
where his second patient lived, he opened the prescrip- 
tion, intending to apply it personally. Lo! he dis- 
covered it was the prescription intended for the child. 
The little patient was surely being killed with poison. 
The loving mother was sitting in Newark by the side of 
her child, for whom she would have given her life, and 
minute by minute was giving to that child deadly poi- 
son. The mother loved her child as intensely as any 
other mother, but in her ignorance was destroying its 
life. And the position of the physician was the position 
of Christ on the side of the Mount of Olives. He 
thought the child might be killed by ignorant love. Oh, 
if he could only make the mother understand! He 
rushed to a telephone, and telephoned to a drug-store in 
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Newark, and told the man he would give him ten dol- 
lars to leave his store instantly, and go to that mother 
and tell her to give to the child the strongest coffee 
they could prepare. By means of that telephone mes- 
sage he succeeded in saving the child’s life. 

Now this Temple College sees people in ignorance. 
They are taking poison instead of that which should 
be a restorative or nutrition. The College stands in 
the position of a physician which has not made a mis- 
take, but which sees poison given, and yearns to in- 
duce the loved ones to stop. There are so many loved 
ones bringing up their children in the city in ways 
that will bring them to woe, and destroy their bodies 
and their souls. But they don’t know any better. 
They are in the position of Jerusalem when Jesus wept 
over it and said, “If you only knew!” 

There was a sister in this city whose older brother 
worked for the family, and the two sisters kept house. 
But the older brother was overworked in his love for 
those two sisters. One of those sisters said: “ Charlie, 
I can’t let you work like that. I love you too much. 
You have done too much for us. I will go and work 
for myself.’ She applied at all sorts of places, and 
could get nothing to do. Finally she came to one of 
these professors who is present here tonight and 
asked his advice. “I must earn something. I cannot 
let my brother wear himself down to consumption in 
caring for me.” He advised her to take a course in 
stenography and bookkeeping, and that woman went 
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through the course in the evening college. She very 
soon found something to do, and is still engaged in 
the same office. She is able now to earn her own 
living, and also with great economy is helping the older 
brother in school, who will himself graduate from col- 
lege. Ten years hence he will be the honor, pride, 
and support of the whole family. 


Love BaTTLInG WitTH IGNORANCE 


When you go through The Temple College you will 
find that romantic exhibition of heroism everywhere: 
sisters working for brothers, getting an education in 
order that they may support some poor mother or 
some crippled brother or some decrepit father, or that 
they may help some friend, or may relieve some lover 
who is now helping them. Go through the institution, 
and you can count them by the thousands, who are 
moved by the spirit of love to go there, because they 
wish to be helpful to those they love. That is the 
grandest heroism you will find on this earth. You 
cannot find in the armies in Africa, you will not find 
in the Philippines, you have not found in Cuba, you 
will not have found in any portion of the armies of 
the United States in its history, a grander heroism 
than that exhibited by the young woman, tender, re- 
fined, pure, who is acquainted with public life, who 
has all the intensity of woman’s femininity, who de- 
sires to be modest, to keep back from publicity, and 
yet who risks all that, and says, “I prefer to be just 
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a modest, retiring woman, yet when love says to me, 
“You must make a sacrifice, and go out and earn 
your living, because those you love cannot support 
you, or you must earn to support them,’ I will go.” 
You can build a statue to her as the loftiest exhibition 
of American womanhood to be found in our whole 
land. Nothing grander, nothing nobler under heaven, 
than such an exhibition of love, fighting the awful bat- 
tle with ignorance. 

There came into my study not long since a lady 
from one of our refined and noted families of Phila- 
delphia. Had that woman, while a wealthy girl, se- 
cured an education such as a practical school gives, 
she would not have been weeping in my office because 
she must now earn a living at sewing. But while she 
was wealthy and her father held a high position in 
Philadelphia, she did not think she would ever need. 
But she said: “If I only knew of something I could 
do! If I only knew!” The College stands in the 
place of a friend who comes and helps such to know. 

Oh, there is much of beauty in the world. But as 
men do not now see it, the College is intended to help 
them find it. I went up to old Kintchinjunger Mountain 
in the Himalaya Mountains in Northern India, and 
when we went into camp the good old Parsee, who had 
become an intimate friend, said to me, “‘ We will have 
to get up early in the morning if we wish to see the 
most beautiful view in this neighborhood.” He told 
me that the very finest landscape on earth was only 
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a mile away. Tourists usually came up to this camp, 
but did not go any farther. 

We went up the next morning to that point of land, 
from which I looked over into China and Thibet, over 
upon the magnificent Mount Everest, and down over 
to the plains of India. It seemed as though we could 
see hundreds of miles away. As we stood on that 
point, the old Parsee and myself alone, it seemed as 
though we were drawn so near to heaven that the mag- 
nificent sublimity of that grand scenery has inspired 
my soul to the present moment. Magnificent! There 
is no language that can tell of the sublime scenes that 
welled up in the soul as we looked out upon that mag- 
nificent scene. But I would have turned back within 
a mile of it as hundreds of other travelers have done, 
because no friend who loved had taken me just one 
mile farther to look upon it. 

I remember going up Vesuvius, of standing there 
and looking down upon the Bay of Naples. As I 
stood there I wished that I had some dear friends 
with me, that they might witness the same beautiful 
scenery. Oh, that others might see what we see! 

There was Jerusalem! It was possible for it to be 
a clean city, a healthy city, a safe city, a free city, 
a city of God, and owned of God. The possibilities 
were all there, and Jesus wept and said: “ If you only 
knew how wicked, how false, how vile it is; if you 
only knew how suicidal it is for you to do what you 
are now doing! If you only knew!” He yearned 
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over them. He wept over them. So I say the College 
is intended to give people a wider view of beautiful 
things. I have no time to carry out my thought as I 
have had it in my mind, but will hint at it as I go along. 

I have often thought how much music there is in 
this world, and how little we hear of it. I remember 
when this organ behind me was brought into this 
building in pieces, and when with great anxiety I 
looked it over, piles of lumber, very uncouth, I could 
not understand how any sweet sounds could come out 
of them. But one day after the organ had been set in 
place, Doctor Wood came into the building, and be- 
gan to play the overture of “ William Tell.” When 
he began to give that march movement, and the build- 
ing itself seemed to come into a rhythm with his won- 
derful expression, I said, “ There is a world of music 
in that organ after all.” It had looked to me like a 
lot of tin horns. But when they were put together 
by some one who understood it, then how much music 
there was in box, in wood, in lead, in tin! There is 
music enough. 

So the cry of those, who, like Christ, would now 
help the people, is, “ Oh, that we could make them to 
know!” Christ himself suffered death to make them 
to know. He went up to the cross in order that by 
that agency he might the better inform them. That 
spirit is still in the world, and in a slighter measure 
it is the purpose for which The Temple College was 
built. 
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The patriot looks out upon a magnificent nation; 
he sees evils everywhere because of ignorant legislators 
and ignorant legislation. He finds difficulties in the 
Philippines, and many persons being killed because 
of ignorance on the part of the Filipinos or our own 
people. We find our nation getting into the throes of 
strikes because of ignorance. The whole country turns 
against all strikers, and will be against working men 
because of the ignorance of a very few people, who 
are guilty of horrid outrages. 

The citizen of our State looks around the State and 
sees the awful bossism that rules in all parts of our 
State government; and he sees people appointed to 
office not because they are fitted for it, but because 
they control a number of ignorant voters, or have been 
an intimate friend of some man who is in high posi- 
tion. The citizen looks upon the city, and he sees a 
great many things done that ought not to be done, and 
a great many things of which he is ashamed. He 
looks out upon the State and on the city, and sees all 
these things, and exclaims, “Oh, if the people only 
knew!” If they only knew, they would have pure 
water; if they only knew, they would have a pure city 
council; if they only knew, they would have a right- 
eous State government, for the people of the city are 
righteous in the majority. But they are ignorant, and 
oh, the need of education in political life and political 
methods! 


When Christ was sent to teach them what they 
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ought to do, he was hung upon the cross, and yet he 
said, “ Father, forgive them, they know not what they 
do.” They were ignorant. So when Christ left this 
world, he left his command that those of us who be- 
lieve on his name should do what he wished to do, 
and that was to educate the ignorant until they can 
care for themselves, care for their loved ones until 
they know right and wrong, until they understand 
their moral obligations, until they see that all sin is 
foolishness, and all righteousness is wisdom. Your 
College, young men and women, must always show 
the same spirit. Some of you will go forth from it 
not to return to it as students. Carry with you the 
same spirit of your College; say to the world, “ This 
institution is founded and conducted for the purpose 
of helping men to help themselves of every rank in 
the world.” 


If you cannot in the harvest 
Garner up the richest sheaves, 
Many a grain, both ripe and golden, 
Which the careless reaper leaves, 
You may find amid the briars, 
Growing rank against the wall, 
And it may be that the shadows 
Hide the heaviest wheat of all. 


Vil 
DOES YOUR ANCHOR HOLD? 


In the year 1863 we set sail from Boston and went 
to North Carolina with an expedition connected with 
the war. We were directed by the Commodore to put 
in a little south of Hatteras, to one of the inlets of 
the Neuse River, I think, there to cast anchor and 
wait for signals from the naval fleet. After two days, 
a great storm came, such an one as is often seen in 
the region of Cape Hatteras. The fog settled down, 
and the wind was so strong that the waves themselves 
were kept down by its power. Yet the force of the 
wind was so great as to beat the ship about in a fear- 
ful manner. It was so foggy that we could not see 
the other ships which lay very near to us, although we 
could hear their signals. 

I remember in the night, when unable to sleep, go- 
ing out in the fog and darkness, and hearing the cap- 
tains shouting one to another, “ Does your anchor 
drag?” And every time the ship swung far around 
in the awful wind, every time the seething white sea 
determined to eat the very timbers of the ship, you 
would hear the shout, “ Does your anchor drag? ” 

And I thought of that night’s experience, and its 
striking illustration, as Paul himself passed through 
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teenth verse of the sixth of Hebrews, ‘“ Which hope 
we have as an anchor of the soul, both sure and sted- 
fast, which entereth into that which is within the veil.” 
“Which hope we have like an anchor to the soul, 
both sure and sted fast.” 

I desire to ask you, brethren, as you sit at the Lard’s 
table this morning, have you really that confident hope 
in the future of this life, and in the eternal salvation 
of your souls, so that your anchor holds, and does not 
drag? Is your faith an anchor? 

If you have not such an anchor, let me say to 
you, that it is the most important thing that you can 
furnish for your voyage today, the anchor of hope, 
a faith in God, that is immovable, that cannot be 
dragged in the sands; a sure hope in God. 


Souts ADRIFT 


I feel very sorry for the man who has no hope; 
no hope of the future, no hope of employment, no 
hope of business, no hope of increase in the comforts 
of life, no hope of a wider friendship, no hope of 
honor, no hope of God, no hope of eternal life in the 
region of bliss. He has lost his anchor. He is drift- 
ing on life’s sea, beaten about by every wave, a hope- 
less wreck in this life, an anchorless wreck. Oh, to 
be without an anchor! The apostle fully realized this 
when he used that expression, as he frequently did. 

Did you have an anchor? Was your faith ever an- 
chored in God and did your soul once feel perfectly 
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safe, and now have you lost it? Or did you never 
have an anchor? I pity you. To have no hope, is in- 
deed to be dead, really dead in this world; and when 
we say a man is dead in trespasses and sin, it means he 
is without an anchor, without a hope. He has gone 
out on life’s sea with no security. I ask you in the 
words of the captain, as he shouted through his trum- 
pet from the bridge that night, I call out from my 
ship unto you, my brother: “‘ Does the anchor drag? 
If you still have an anchor, does it drag?” If it 
drags, you will beat against me; if it drags, you are 
breaking down some other vessel; if it drags, you 
yourself will be water-logged, and drift up, a black, 
hopeless wreck, a monument to hopelessness in after 
years. Don’t let your anchor drag! 

But has it already dragged? The spiritual anchor 
does drag when the winds of temptation assail you 
too strongly, when temptation comes to you, as it 
does to a man tempted to drink, and he feels the awful 
appetite and the winds of temptation press upon him, 
and pull and pull upon his anchor. Does it give? 
Is it in the sand or upon the rock? If it holds not, 
beware, beware for yourself, beware for your friends, 
beware for the world and for your God. Beware of 
the rocks on which you will break if your anchor does 
drag. 

On that night off Cape Hatteras, in the storm, one 
of these vessels did drag its anchor. It swung about 
in the seething wind and dashed against one of the 
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smaller vessels, broke in the stern, and the vessel sank 
in the sand, although its masts did not entirely go 
under water, and the men who clung to the masts 
were saved. It sank into the sand. But many a vessel 
has gone down to wild ruin, because some person’s 
anchor dragged. How many a person’s spiritual life 
has been ruined by some Christian’s anchor dragging. 
So when these winds, these temptations, these draw- 
ings toward evil press upon you like a hurricane, be- 
ware that your anchor does not drag. 

Do the waves strike you? Do they beat upon you, 
and drive in the very planks of your being? Does 
there come to you trouble on every side? Are you 
disheartened and discouraged because these waves of 
the world’s vicissitudes beat you about and drive you 
hither and yon? Is your hope any less, is your faith 
not sure? Then beware! These troubles will carry 
you to wreck and ruin, unless your spiritual anchor is 
made to hold. 

It is dangerous for you to get anywhere away from 
this holy anchor of hope in God. It requires very lit- 
tle discussion; it requires only that you should think 
about it. 


Wuy ANcHorRS DRAG 


Have you been abused, my brother? Has some one 
deceived or persecuted you unjustly, and have they 
put you to loss and shame? Let me ask you, does your 
anchor hold? Does your hope in God, so deep and 
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sure and reaching, then avail? Have you drifted be- 
cause men have persecuted you? Beware for your- 
self, beware for your God. Beware for mankind. 
You are getting out and away from your anchor, into 
dangerous seas. Do not let that ever drag your an- 
chor. Don’t let it incline you to give out more rope 
to your anchor. Don’t let it incline you to cut the 
chain and drift out in the wild seas, where wreck is 
certain. Let no man’s persecution of you shake your 
trust in God. 

Have you ever been betrayed by one who had loved 
you, and one whom you had trusted and loved? Did 
you put your whole faith in a man, and did he turn 
out to be bad? Did it appear, after all, that he was 
a deceiver and a hypocrite and a shameful villain? 
And then did your anchor drag? Did you resolve 
that you would cut away from any such region and 
trust yourself to the wild storms and the terror of the 
hurricane, rather than be in the presence of such a 
man as that? Beware, you may cut away from your 
anchor, and you yourself be ruined. Why do you 
commit suicide yourself, because of some other per- 
son’s faults? Why do you allow yourself to be de- 
stroyed when you see the faults of other people? Keep 
your hope in God. Hold fast to that anchor. 

Have you been in want? Were you hungry this 
week? Were you feeling last week that you could not 
come to church because you did not have the right 
clothing to wear, and you honestly and rightfully de- 
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sired to appear neat and nice before your friends? 
Did you begin to rebel against God, and say, “ He gives 
plenty to other people who are not doing right, and 
while I am trying to live justly and truly, I am friend- 
less’? Have you said that? And in your prayers 
have you grown weak and said them with mere for- 
mality? Did your prayers go no higher than your 
head? Your anchor is dragging away from safety; 
your anchor is dragging from the rock of Christ. Your 
anchor is dragging from hope, and dragging away 
from permanent peace. My brother, beware, beware, 
you cannot afford to leave the shore. You cannot af- 
ford to trust yourself without the anchor of God. You 
are the last person in the world who can afford it. 
This want and distress should have brought you nearer 
to him, as it usually does bring men nearer to him, 


A SurE ANCHORAGE 


Have you trusted some Christian man who was high 
in his church and devout in his profession, who has 
prayed and spoken so eloquently of his faith in Christ, 
who has recited the experiences of his conversion with 
such elation and such great display? Have you trusted 
that man, and have you found him to be shallow and 
immoral and uncertain, really unchristian? Have you 
found it? It wouldn’t be an unusual experience if all 
of us did find such a man some time in the course of 
life’s journey. It wouldn’t be anything unusual. They 
are rare, but they are in the world, and we are likely 
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to meet them. Have you found some dear Christian 
false? Have you said, ‘“‘ lf this is Christianity, I can- 
not trust it”? Have you forgotten your own faith, 
have you neglected your own anchor, and have you 
said, ‘I would rather be drifting on the shore of the 
distant unknown continent of darkness than to trust 
myself to an anchor like his”? You are not respon- 
sible for his anchor. It may be he never had any 
anchor. Because he is drifting wildly on the sea, 
should you trust yourself to the wicked waves that 
beat around humanity? If some Christian has be- 
trayed you, he has not destroyed the principles of 
Christianity. He has not changed the righteousness 
or goodness of God. He cannot change them. They 
are fixed rocks; and are you anchored on these rocks 
yourself? If you are, then these things do not dis- 
turb you, none of these things move you; whatever 
other people may be, your anchor holds. 

Have you been in great sorrow and taken your 
child’s body in your arms and laid it into the little 
coffin? And have you said the Lord cannot be good, 
or he would not take from a mother or a father a 
child, or a friend like this? Beware! ‘Your anchor 
is dragging, and if it drags, or the rope breaks, you 
will never have any happiness in life hereafter, none 
in this life, none in the world to come. Oh, anchor- 
less, hopeless soul, don’t rebel against God! Don’t let 
that danger, don’t let that deepest of afflictions, take 
you away from your God! 
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Have you been down to the very gates of death and 
have they said to you, as to many of us, “ He is dy- 
ing’’? Have you faced the future? You will have 
to face it anyhow, every one of you will have to face 
it. Have you ever done it and have you had them 
about you, saying, “ He is dying”? If you have, did 
your anchor drag? Were you in doubt then? When 
you went down to that place where this world seemed 
to disappear and all the future was darkness, were 
you drifting on the rocks? Were there no lights or 
calm? Was all fog? Was all danger, all doubt, all 
gloom? Did you not know that your anchor held? 

Then never again permit yourself to go down there 
without making sure that your anchor is on the rock; 
for when that most dangerous of all hours comes to 
us, when we are called to leave this world, we may 
never have a doubt, we may know that our Redeemer 
lives, and our anchor may hold. There is an ever- 
lasting life, and we may leave this world with joy 
and with peace, following our anchor on the rock 
where it has been planted, just as the sailors on shore 
carry their anchors up and stick them into a cleft in 
the rocks, and pay out their rope as they go to fish. 

See that your anchor is upon the rock Christ Jesus, 
and beware that you have it safely in the cleft of the 
rock. And beware that nothing you do will ever re- 
move it, for the time will come when you will need 
that rope and that anchor. If you have allowed your 
faith in God to be shaken and your hope in eternity 
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to become a doubt, today get your anchor safely set, 
the flukes set deep into the rock of Christ Jesus. 

During that storm that I have used as an illustration, 
one of the men shouted back, though not in my hear- 
ing, ‘ Don’t be alarmed, my anchor holds.” 

A sailor in Gloucester, Mass., had been wounded in 
a wreck and was brought ashore. The fever was great 
and he was dying. His comrades gathered around 
him in a little fishing-house, and the physician said, 
“ He won't live long.” The sailor was out of his 
mind until near the close. But within a few minutes 
of his death he looked around and called one comrade 
after another, bade them good-by, and then sank off 
into a sleep. Finally, as it was time for his medicine 
again, and one of the sailors shook him and said, 
“Mate, how are you now?” he looked up into the 
eyes of his friend and said, “ My anchor holds!” 
It was the last thing he said. And when they called 
upon a friend of mine to take charge of the funeral 
service, you can imagine how powerful was the im- 
pression it made upon his hearers when he quoted the 
dying words, “ My anchor holds!” 

Does your anchor hold? Can you, when death 
comes, and when your friends are gathered around, 
just look up and say, “ My anchor holds”? If you 
cannot, prepare yourself for it now. You have this 
opportunity today; and then from this day watch your 
anchor, see that nothing in life or death shall ever 
separate you from the love of God in Christ Jesus. 


VIII 
NOTHING BUT SLAG 


In the thirteenth chapter of Nehemiah, the second 
verse, the last clause of the verse, are these words, 
“Howbeit our God turned the curse into a blessing.” 

Slag was all there was left; nothing but slag, ashes, 
remnants, broken pieces, and heaps of rubbish, remains 
of what had once been a furnace, slag. There are 
lives that are nothing but slag; there are men who hear 
me speak now—and it is why I speak—who regard 
their lives as failures, who look upon the past burn- 
ing experience with only a sense of present loss, who 
feel that they are like slag, upon which nothing will 
grow, which contains nothing apparently of any value, 
nothing but slag. That is the life, that is the result, 
that is the sum total of the years wasted, lives nothing 
but slag. It is to bring a measure of the love which 
Jesus brought into the world, and to present the godly 
side of his character that we may in some measure 
imitate it, that I endeavor to speak tonight of how our 
God turned this curse into a blessing. 

When Balaam went to curse the people of Israel 
from Moab, and looked down on the encampment of 
the Israelites, God compelled him to bless them. 

It is well for many of us when we wake up and find 


that our lives are wasted, nothing but slag. 
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THE SLAG A MINE OF VALUES 


Up in Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, some years ago, 
a young man inherited an iron furnace. He endeav- 
ored to carry it on as best he could, but being a young 
man, with inherited wealth, he was not acquainted 
with the present work, his muscles were not fitted for 
it, his brain was not adapted to it, his education had 
led him aside into literary affairs rather than into 
iron and steel. He endeavored as best he could to 
manage the furnace, but it continually ran down, and 
as the rates of freight went up, and the expense of 
getting coal was greater, and the difficulty of mining 
the iron ore in the Superior regions increased his 
difficulty, he was almost in despair, and one night 
unexpectedly, and when he was fearing the oncoming 
of his creditors, the last of the crisis fell, the furnace 
burned to the ground—burst forth from its bonds of 
heat, and destroyed the whole plant. All he could do 
the next morning was to go out and look over the 
pile of slag. A few pieces of molten iron were left, 
and parts of the brick work remained, but it was 
nothing but an advertisement of ruin, a useless wreck 
of human life. He had no money, and he had no 
furnace—nothing that his father had left him—-so his 
position looked wretched indeed, he had nothing but 
a long ridge of slag along the river at Bethlehem. He 
went out in the gloom and showed his friends and his 
creditors around over the place, and said: ‘‘ My grand- 
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father began here, and my father has been piling up 
this slag here for fifty years, and I have been piling 
it here for ten years; I have wasted all my father’s 
fortune, and all there is, is slag.” 

But there are times when, if we imitate the godly 
example set for us, we shall find that slag is not the 
most worthless material to have after all. We shall 
find that dust and ashes is not the most wretched 
condition, and that out of a wasted life, that seems 
utterly wasted, broken forever, there may be found 
much after all which is a blessing. That man said, 
“This is all I own, this is all I own.” As he gazed 
over the wretched heaps of heated bricks, where the 
furnace itself had fallen through, with one side upon 
the slag heap, he found a little creeping rivulet of 
iron, that had been melted into the slag heap and had 
trickled down, chilled, like icicles, through the ends 
of the slag heap. A friend said to him, “ You must 
have wasted a good deal of iron here, because here 
it is all melted over by this accident.” He caught at 
the thought: ‘“‘ That is true, we have wasted a good 
deal of iron, we have been very careless about it, we 
will now examine it and see if there is anything left 
worth remelting.” He called the attention of a sci- 
entific man to it, and he said, “‘ With improved meth- 
ods you would get out of that slag heap nearly as 
much value for steel as you formerly got out of it 
for iron.” Another man said: ‘“ Don’t be discouraged ; 
don’t you know they make cement of slag? They 
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make it in England, not in this country, but there the 
best cement is made out of slag.’’ He then wrote for 
particulars, and with the advertisement came the di- 
rections showing him how he could make the most 
beautiful crown glass out of that heap. It began to 
seem to be an altogether new mine to him, and then 
at last, as though the resources of the slag heap could 
never be exhausted, a man came and offered him a 
considerable sum for it, which he refused, but they 
finally went into partnership and used the slag heap 
to make this patent stone for building purposes. You 
can go to Bethlehem now, and they will tell you that 
you cannot find a trace of that slag heap, it has been 
turned into iron, turned into cement, turned into patent 
stone, and the man, not having the fortune that was 
left to him, lives in this city, one of our most esteemed 
citizens, and one of his intimate friends told me the 
story of his life. It was a slag heap, nothing but 
ashes and dust and slag, a life that seemed to be ruined 
and wasted, and yet to him the curse became a bless- 
ing, and in God’s way, he turned that which was use- 
less to that which was very, very useful. 

I remember after a great fire in Boston, which swept 
away a whole block of valuable property, I, as a news- 
paper man, went over the ruins for the purpose of 
making a report to my paper concerning it. I had 
been up the whole night, as the fire was a large one 
and had carried away millions of dollars worth of 
property, but I came around in the morning, and stood 
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upon the corner of Franklin and Pearl streets, and 
there was a sign put on a rough board: “ Cast down, 
but not destroyed.” Everything was in ruins, there 
was nothing but ashes, nothing there except the lot 
itself, and there it was, that quotation from the Sec- 
ond Corinthians: “Cast down, but not destroyed.” 
He had lost everything apparently, but yet, in the cor- 
ner of the cellar, in the corner next to Pearl street, 
there were some drugs stored, and the fire had pro- 
duced many great changes, changes to such an ex- 
tent that a professor from the Harvard University 
ordered that the police should guard that cellar in or- 
der that the institution to which he belonged might 
make an examination of the great results that had 
been accomplished on these drugs, contained in the 
cellar, by the awful and continuous heat of so many 
hours’ duration. Out of that examination came—a 
relative of mine was interested in the chemical exami- 
nation, so I know it in detail—out of that examination 
came to that man who owned the block—and he owns 
it still—a far greater wealth than he ever had before, 
out of the known combinations which heat will make 
of chemicals and minerals so deposited as they were 
at the time of this fire, there came an almost complete 
scientific revolution. In the Scientific Weekly and in 
The Popular Scientific Monthly, there was, the sec- 
ond month after that fire, a long list of improvements, 
which that fire revealed, in the management and dis- 
coveries of chemistry. 
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THE SCHOOLMASTER FAILURE 


“Cast down, but not destroyed.” Clear down-to 
the bottom, seemingly to have nothing. “ Persecuted, 
but not forsaken; cast down, but not destroyed.” This 
text expresses all through the spirit of Christ, and one 
of the sides of his character that is worth your con- 
sideration and mine, my friend, for I know you are 
discouraged, but God sent me here to speak to you 
because you are discouraged, because no man is ex- 
empt from these experiences. We are born into this 
world imperfect, sinful beings, inclined to do wrong, 
and the only education we can ever get is from the 
education of our failures, for “‘ We rise by stepping- 
stones upon our own dead selves.” Never can you 
find it any different. No man has ever made a great 
success that should be a credit to him or others unless 
it has come from his wise calculations of previous 
failures. Education is that. If you take a child to 
school, it fails in its work; if it does not, it does not 
need to go to school. It is going to school to learn 
from failures. You give him a problem, and he tries 
to work it out, but he fails. That shows him his ig- 
norance, his imperfections; that shows that he is un- 
righteous, he has learned that he is a sinner, that he 
is not in accordance with God, he has made a failure. 
He then works it over again, and makes another fail- 
ure; he tries it again and makes another failure, learn- 
ing all the time from his failures, until he is able to 
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work out the problem. That is progress, that is edu- 
cation. No kind of education in life is any different; 
we are born into these imperfections, and when we 
do learn anything, we learn it from previous failures.' 
All of you have learned to make a dress, though you 
failed many times; some are able to make a beautiful 
painting, though they failed again and again before 
they were able to do it. Who ever accomplished 
anything worth accomplishing without being obliged 
to lift themselves forward by the failures of the past, 
without stepping upward from their failures? 


THE SPIRIT OF THE LEARNER 


I saw a little child, as you see them again and again, 
in the cars one day, near the steam-heating pipe, and 
he went near to it, and made an awful face and began 
to whistle with an expression of fear, not that he 
was really afraid, but he knew that that iron was 
hot—he knew it was hot. The day. was when that 
child did not know that iron was hot, and when he 
could not put his hands on that hot piece of iron as 
if it was cold, but he learned by failures, by the ex- 
perience of touching his little fingers to it, and by 
feeling the burn that it was dangerous to approach 
too near. None of us learn except in that way. 

A young man who was here the other day, wrote 
to me from a distant city, saying that he had made 
up his mind that he was not fitted for a place to which 
I had recommended him to go. He had this godly 
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spirit, because he wisely did what many a young man 
failed to do, and determined to learn from his lack 
of sense—he had been in a place and had been dis- 
charged, and instead of getting angry and saying, 
“The world owes me a living,’”’ instead of dressing 
himself up in his best and going out after he had been 
discharged and saying, “ I knew altogether too much 
for that place,” or “* They wanted to put some intimate 
friend in my place,” or ‘“ I needed political influence,” 
he wisely learned from his lack of sense and sat down, 
and, as he wrote to me, he began to examine himself 
and to say, “ Why did I fail to keep that place, why 
did I fail?’’ And the more he thought of it and the 
more he studied over it, he concluded that he had 
not been the friend that he ought to have been to the 
proprietor, that he did not understand his business 
as well as other people understood it, and that he 
was not so faithful in his hours as he ought to have 
been, until at last he made up his mind that it was his 
own fault that he lost the place. He was a wise man. 
That man is a fool who makes up his mind that it 
was the other man’s fault when he was discharged. 
It is your own fault if you are discharged. Take it 
home and learn this valuable lesson as this young man 
learned it. The world wants men, the world wants 
you, and it wants you to be useful to it, and if you 
have been discharged it is your own fault. I do not 
mean necessarily that it is because of a wickedness, 
but it is because of your own lack of ability or lack 
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of faithfulness. Go back, young man, and old man, 
and examine yourself, and say, “I will now see why 
I failed, and out of my failure I will get wisdom that 
will prevent failure.’ Don’t be like the little idiot 
baby; nothing but an idiot baby puts its finger on 
the range a second time. Find out why you lose your 
place. Find out what you could have done that would 
have made you of more use to your employer, and 
find out where your weakness is, and determine the 
next time that you will learn from your failures, and 
make a resource of it. The slag is full of valuable 
material, but you cannot see it. What can a man do 
with his ruined life? 


GLory Out oF ASHES 


How strange this thought came to me when I was 
at Atlanta, Georgia. I looked out from the hotel 
cupola, on the distant Kenesaw Mountain, the Chat- 
tahooche River, and could not persuade myself that 
there were no guns under clouds of smoke, no shuf- 
flings and tramping of armed men, no beating of 
drums, no call of the trumpet and bugle; I could not 
persuade myself, it seemed to me as though I was 
not in the natural place, because all those things had 
been so indelibly fastened on my memory on those 
days, when from the banks of the Chattahooche River 
we were ordered to shell Atlanta. I remember seeing 
the spire of a church, half hidden by the trees, and I 
said to the gunners: “ Now take that steeple and 
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make that your corner and aim at that, the city must 
lie somewhere around that steeple. A city always 
rises around the church steeple.” We could not see 
the city, but we could see this spire, and I knew it 
marked the place where the inhabitants were. That 
was the only part of the city that was visible at all, 
yet we fired at it, and by firing at it we fired at the 
city itself. Then there was the rushing of troops and 
the hurrying of cavalry, and we rushed on to Atlanta. 
It so impressed itself upon my young mind, that when 
I went back to Atlanta, Georgia, again, I could not 
realize there were no guns there, no army there, no 
tents there. I still remember that day when General 
McPherson went down in that thicket near Atlanta— 
one of the truest friends to the soldiers of the Army 
of the West, the noblest and truest patriot of all that 
army—and so when I went to Atlanta, Georgia, and 
looked at the landscape, and saw the Kenesaw Moun- 
tains, where I had been wounded years before, I saw 
no remains of the army, it was not there, and I looked 
and looked about, and strange wonder filled my heart. 
What a city, what a growth, what grand buildings, 
what large enterprises, what manufacturing, what mag- 
nificent dwellings! Great Atlanta, the Chicago of the 
South, the very heart of the South country, contain- 
ing so much of enterprise, so much of business push, 
that America is proud of the great city, teeming with 
honor and love, with all its enterprising spirit, a help 
of the Southern lands, a blessing to the nation, great 
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and mighty city of Atlanta, I am proud of you today; 
but the last time, years before, we fired our shot into 
that same city, and we fired our shot into the very 
church which invited me to preach in it while I was 
there. Oh, what a change! What was the difference 
between that and another Southern city which I vis- 
ited not long after that. Oh, the difference. When 
the people of Atlanta found that the war was over and 
that the South had really been driven back to itself, 
and that the slaves were freed, they came under the 
guidance of some of those brave generals of the South. 
The people of Atlanta said: “ Let us consider it set- 
tled; the God of battles has decided the thing; let us 
go back to our lodges and our work, and let us take 
hold of the ashes of the city, and build up a new city.” 
They did that with the spirit with which they had de- 
fended it, like men in desperation, and at last every- 
thing was completed. They determined to raise up 
from the ashes that which should be new and glorious, 
and the united spirit of the people made the magnifi- 
cent city of Atlanta—built out of slag that which never 
would have been had it not been shelled by the Union 
troops as I have described. It would have been noth- 
ing but a weak, mean city with small, narrow streets, 
had it not been for the disaster which came upon it, 
which ought not to have come, the result of previous 
sin, but having learned the lesson of the past, they said, 
“Let us now begin anew,” and out of that ruin and 
confusion arose a new and grand city. 
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The other city to which I refer said: “ We will 
stand by the lost cause; we believe we ought to suc- 
ceed, and perhaps some day we shall succeed.” And 
several of their great leaders took that position. They 
never would vote in the land; they would move out 
of the country, and some of its inhabitants did move 
out of the country, even to Mexico; and when I vis- 
ited it the grass grew in the streets, and the people, 
discouraged, are wondering when the boom of redemp- 
tion shall ever come to them as it did to Atlanta. 
They speak in disparaging terms of the boom that the 
people of Atlanta enjoy. It was not a boom, but the 
people of Atlanta had this spirit of godliness, this 
spirit of Christliness, that out of the curse they com- 
pelled to come a blessing. 

I met a gentleman on. the train in Florida who was 
performing some curious tricks with his left hand. I 
found out that he could do almost anything with his. 
left hand. He could chop wood, and play the violin, 
and perform various tricks of sleight of hand with it. 
His left hand was worth both of mine. I asked him 
if he had always had that ability with his left hand. 
He said no, but when he had both hands he did not 
appreciate either of them, and when he lost his right 
hand he was compelled to educate his left hand. After 
he had lost his right hand, he availed himself of the 
other remaining hand, and at last he became so won- 
derfully expert.’ 

There comes to me now a voice of a woman, who 
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some years ago called me to her house. She had laid 
aside all her children in the cemetery, and there was 
not one child left in that once busy household. It was 
the saddest I had entered for years. The blinds 
were kept close, and there were shadows every- 
where. That mother sat there, and as she can well 
testify—though I would not advertise her, God will 
let me use this illustration and not do harm to her— 
she complained to me of herself: “I might have saved 
my children, if I had only administered the medicine 
differently and only brought them up differently, and 
only taken the warning friends offered about their 
health and did as people advised me.’’ Oh, wretched 
mother! She has lost all her children, but she feels 
that she might have saved them and kept them alive 
still. Is there a wretchedness greater than that? 

You may go there now, and there are three lovely 
children there. Three more have been sent of God, 
and they are growing up in the strength and beauty 
of holiness. That mother learned from the deaths of 
the past how to care for them. They are now in their 
happy home—a sweeter home, I may say, is not in this 
great city. She learned out of the grievous past as 
Job learned out of his. So there has come a blessing 
to that home. Of all those sins of omission—and 
there were many—it is now too late to take one back. 
We cannot help the past, but let us take the future and 
build it into something that is better. The cry of 
every life is, ‘‘ I might have done better.” 
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I look back on my school days, and if there is any- 
thing that I am thankful for it is for the whippings 
I got. I well remember that long switch that had 
been run through the ashes that it might not break 
over the backs of the disobedient children. Well, I re- 
member punishment after punishment, and I am more 
thankful for that than for the geography which I for- 
got or the geometry that I did not learn. Yes, I am 
more thankful for that than even the kisses that some 
of them gave me, because out of the pain and failure 
of it, out of the disgrace of it, there came the deter- 
mination to do better in the future, to try at least to 
do something more. 


LEARNING FROM ONE’sS ENEMIES 


There was a lady who once told me she could not un- 
derstand why she had so many enemies. I have been 
pondering upon it myself for a long time: How is it 
that a woman does get so many enemies? How can 
she have so many, how can she live through so many 
of such persecutions as she does? Whether other peo- 
ple persecute her or not, how is it she can live through 
it? This woman had a great many enemies and I 
think she was entitled to them. She had about her 
everything that would tend to make enemies; she had 
pride, pride, supreme pride; she hated other people 
and despised the lowly; and yet she expected love and 
respect from those she despised! She was also dis- 
posed to be selfish, and would give to herself rather 
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than to other people. She had an idea that she had 
inherited a great deal of honor and distinction, and 
all she had was what she inherited. This woman was 
feeling that she ought not to have enemies, that every 
person ought to love her, that the poor from whom 
she had withheld bread ought to lick her hand with 
love, and that the persons whom she had answered 
in an insulting manner ought to be kind to her, and 
those who saw how selfish she was ought to have loved 
her, even for her very meanness. Strange that woman 
will be absurd with reference to her enemies. Do 
you have enemies? If you do, it is your own fault. 
“Oh,” you will say, “ good people have enemies some- 
times.” And indeed they do, and the more enemies 
you have the more you can tell the good you are do- 
ing, but a permanent possession of enmity is no proof 
of the good you are doing. The Lord himself says, 
“Tf a man’s ways please the Lord, he shall make even 
his enemies to be at peace with him.” The time will 
come when you will be vindicated. I saw another lady 
who had learned this lesson. I have never gotten the 
details, but I am satisfied she was just as faulty as the 
other one. One day she was wise enough to go by 
herself somewhere and say: “I am going to find why 
people dislike me; I am going to find that out.” And 
she said, “I will learn as I go out.” She was greatly 
disliked, and as she went out she met one of her ene- 
mies, and attempted to speak to her. Her enemy said: 
“Don’t you speak to me; you are too proud, too con- 


90 BORROWED AXES 


ceited.”’ “‘ Now, I have learned one lesson,” she said, 
“T am too proud, too conceited.” Then she went 
along a little farther, and she met another enemy, and 
she tried to speak to her, and her enemy said: “I 
don’t want anything to do with you, you are too mean, 
and too dishonest in money matters; you are so small, 
I don’t want to have anything to do with you.” 
“There,” she said, “I have learned something else; 
I am mean, small, and dishonest in money matters.” 
Then she met another enemy, and on her attempt to 
speak to her the enemy said, “ You are so awkward in 
your behavior that you have not decent manners.” 
“There,” she said, “I have learned something else; I 
am awkward and have not decent manners.”’ Then she 
met another enemy, and the enemy said, ‘‘ You dress 
in such incongruous colors, green, blue, and white, 
you do not have any idea of the artistic manner of 
dress.’’ And the lady said, “I have learned something 
else, I am not artistic in dress.” Another one told her 
she was so homely—I do not say this to make you 
smile, but if you do smile you may better remember 
it, but I use it as an illustration as to how one learns 
from one’s failures. And that woman, whether she 
learned in just the way I say or not, made up her mind 
to dress in better taste in the future, and to improve 
her manners, and to be more careful of the reputation 
of other people, until at last she made up her mind to 
be an out-and-out Christian woman; and now you see 
her, her enemies are no more, but she is loved every- 
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where, and respected on all sides. Her enemies turned 
to her when they saw what a different woman she was, 
how lovable, how sweet, and how polished in manner, 
and how artistic in her dress, and now they speak 
about her in that manner. But how few of the women 
are willing to learn from their enemies. If an enemy 
tells a woman of her faults, she immediately considers 
that that is only the enemy’s opinion, and that she 
must be very good indeed or else the enemy would 
not have accused her of her fault, but the spirit of 
godliness is to learn from one’s enemies. A man will 
go to a preacher and say to him, “ You ought to 
do this and you ought to do the other,” and find all 
manner of fault with him; and if the preacher were 
to rise and say, “I cannot help your criticisms, I 
do not care what you think, I am going to do what I 
choose,” he is one of the simpletons of the pulpit. 
But he who is willing to listen to criticisms by his 
friends and the more severe of his enemies, and hear 
what they have to say, is a humble follower of the 
Lord Jesus Christ. How foolish it is never to learn 
from the slag heap how much we can learn! 

' Down in Florida a few years ago they had a ter- 
rible frost, which killed all the orange groves, and 
immediately many owners of those groves said, “ It 
is no use to live in Florida now, we have lost every- 
thing, no use to live here after this.’ But when I 
was down there a few weeks ago we went through 
miles of pineapple groves, worth more than were the 
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groves of oranges. Out of the desert they brought 
the pineapple. 

Down in Havana a man had the yellow fever, and 
was obliged to be set aside by his people, separated, 
in a sort of retirement, though he was not very sick 
with the yellow fever. He told me that while he was 
there a physician came to attend him who also caught 
the yellow fever, and they were both together in the 
same room. The physician was one of those wise men, 
and he said: ‘‘ Now, I am sick, and I cannot do any- 
thing else, I will study this disease on this man and 
myself, and when I get through I will know all about 
the yellow fever.” When he got over his sickness 
and his friend had recovered, he became the chief phy- 
sician, the head physician of the city of Havana. He 
had learned all about the disease while he was sick 
with it himself, that he might use his own sickness 
for other people’s health.) It was like that man who 
was wrecked on a bar on the coast of Florida, and 
after having been there several days and finally res- 
cued, he thought there ought to be a lighthouse there, 
and he devoted his lifetime to obtaining it, and he 
finally got the government to aid him in putting a 
lighthouse there, and it now sends out its light over 
the waters to save others from danger. 


In PARTNERSHIP WITH CuHrRist’s SPIRIT 


When General Grant was a young man he was in 
such disgrace because of his drinking that he was sent 
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out of the army, sent home, a great disgrace was upon 
him, and the people said: “‘ That is the end of Ulysses; 
he will never do anything of any account any more.” 
It is a blessing for people to get into a disgrace; it 
is the result of sin. To Grant came this great dis- 
grace. It settled upon him like a pall, with the chill 
of an icicle—Ulysses S. Grant expelled from the army! 
Then he went back to his home, and he was glad to 
do anything, glad to chop wood. He would do any- 
thing. He had no hope or expectation of promotion 
any more. Humility had come to him. He had learned 
that a man can be a sinner, and a man needs to learn 
that if he wants to succeed. Having had a full un- 
derstanding of his disgrace, he went out into the 
world feeling its gloom everywhere. He was willing 
to do the humblest things, and when the war broke 
out he was willing to enlist as a common soldier, but 
some one said, ‘‘ We need West Point men—we need 
you to drill the soldiers.” He said: “I do not think 
I will get any command. I am willing to enlist as a 
common soldier.” That led them to believe that he 
was fit to be a lieutenant, and when he was willing 
to take that they thought he was fit to be a captain, 
and when he was willing to take that they thought he 
ought to be a major, and then they thought he ought 
to be a colonel, and at last they thought he ought to 
be a brigadier-general, and General Grant’s life, up 
to the day of his death, was quiet and retired, and 
left no shadow of the previous bitter experience. That 
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same kind of thing that could so teach the lesson to 
General Grant, that same kind of disgrace that could 
make him humble, made his life successful as it could 
not have been without it, just as out of the slag 
heap came iron, cement, and glass. Christ gives this 
disposition to men, and it‘is he only who can give it. 

If a man would have the spirit of God to recover 
from a wasted life that which will mean the highest 
success, he needs the very spirit of our Lord Jesus 
Christ, and I urge upon you that the first step toward 
your recovery, toward using the wasted life, is that 
you go into partnership at once with the spirit of the 
Lord Jesus Christ. 


IX 
WALKING WITH GOD 


THE text of this morning is in the twenty-third 
Psalm, the second verse: “ He leadeth me beside the 
still waters.” 


THE Puzz_Le or Enocu 


Did you ever wish that you knew more about 
Enoch than is in the history? There is scarcely a 
biography in all the Scriptural record about which I 
am so curious as that of Enoch. With a most pro- 
vokingly short sentence, the historian states that 
“Enoch walked with God, and Enoch was not, for 
God took him.” 

Do you not sometimes ask yourself whether you 
are really in Christ or not? Do you not analyze your 
own Christian experience and say, ‘“ Have other men 
something after all which I lack?” Have you never 
been brought back upon your own self with personal 
examination, after you have heard the testimony of 
some good man, in some public place, and said to 
yourself, “I don’t know whether I am a Christian 
or not, I wish I did know”? And have you not 
striven to walk with God; and every day do you not 
make a new resolution, and each day keep it for about 
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an hour later, “‘ What is the use? I cannot walk with 
God, there is something wholly wrong with me’? I 
wish I knew more about Enoch. I wonder if any old 
manuscript lies hidden under the dust of some ruined 
palace or ancient cathedral which will tell us more 
about him. 

“ He walked with God.” That means so much. I 
would like to know something about his personal af- 
fairs. And let it not seem at all levity, when I say 
I should like to know if he was a married man. I 
should like to know if he had the care of a house on 
his hands. I should like to know if his fires went 
out in the night, and he had to get up and build them. 
I should like to know if he was compelled to bring up 
the coal when he wished to write an essay. I should 
like to know if the children squalled in the night, and 
he had to walk the floor with them for two or three 
hours, and if he still walked with God in the morning 
when he was called at 6 o’clock A. M. to go to his 
work. I should like to know something about this 
man Enoch. 

“He walked with God.” I wonder if he had a 
note due him on a certain day, the money from which 
was necessary to meet his bills, and it went to pro- 
test? I should like to know if he fell in debt beyond 
his means to pay, and if people came to his door with 
the bills and demanded payment with a great distur- 
bance? I should like to know a little more about 
Enoch. Then I could tell better whether we are so 
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far from God or he was so near. I should like to 
know if he was misinterpreted and misunderstood ; 
and whether people about him said, “Oh, he is a 
pretty Christian,” criticizing him on every side, and 
making evil of his good and trying to use his godli- 
ness to harm the very cause which Enoch loved. 

I wish I knew—but I suppose it is useless to specu- 
late. But there is some comfort in it. He did walk 
with God. It may be that he lived alone and had 
no trouble, and it may be he had money enough, and 
had no perplexing cares. It may be that he had no 
trouble with the children, no trouble with the house- 
hold affairs or debts. It may be that he was never 
misunderstood ; that he walked through life, alone with 
God, so protected from these thorns in the flesh which 
have come to you and me, that he did not feel them. 
It may be that it was very easy for Enoch to walk 
with God. But he is the only man you will find in 
the Scripture who walked with God, and I am glad, 
down. in the quiet places of my soul. Jesus, the per- 
fect pattern, of course walked with God. But Enoch 
was the only man. 

David was a man after God’s own heart. But David 
seems to have walked sometimes far away from God, 
and I can get a great deal of comfort out of David’s 
life, and the mistakes which Paul made. When I 
begin to study their lives and believe they were Chris- 
tians, then I have some comfort. It is a great satis- 
faction to me to know that Paul and Peter had a fall- 
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ing out. It is a comfort to me to know that Paul 
and Peter did not get along so very well together, 
and that Paul “ withstood him to his face,’ and told 
Peter that he was a double-faced man. But Enoch 
isa puzzle. Enoch isa puzzle. He really walked with 
God! How we, too, would like to walk with God. 
Oh, but for these cares, these snarls, these thorns, 
these trials, these provoking little things, these be- 
trayals, these sicknesses, these pains! Oh, if it were 
not for these, we, too, could walk with God. 


AT HoME To Gop 


It is said of Sir Matthew Hale that he was as near 
as any Englishman to Enoch’s standard, that he walked 
with God. That on the Sabbath Day he always spent 
his time shutting out as far as possible the world, get- 
ting as near as possible to Christ in prayer, meditat- 
ing on the Scriptures and living in Scriptural history, 
looking upward unto heaven throughout the Sabbath 
Day. He never allowed anything to call him down 
from God on the Sabbath Day. One day, it is said, 
a man called on the Sabbath on a very important legal 
affair, but the servant said, “ The Judge is out,” and 
afterwards the man found out that the Judge was 
home on that day. When the Judge called the ser- 
vant to account for being so wicked as to tell the man 
that he was out, the servant replied, in a truthfulness 
that is very illustrative: “I know that the Judge is 
out of business on the Sabbath Day, and the Judge 
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is not here. We don’t see any Judge Hale here on 
Sunday at all. He is living away off in some distant 
mind country. He is not here at all on the Sabbath 
Day.” Perhaps we get a hint here how it was with 
Enoch. I think that Enoch walking with God was 
so far above this world, so far away in the regions of 
contemplation of holy things, that he was not “at 
home” to this world. He was not here. He did not 
listen when people called to him, and what is the use 
of calling a man to dinner who doesn’t hear? What 
is the good of asking a man to bring up the coal who 
cannot hear? Why should a baby scream through 
the night to a man who is deaf, who is far off in some 
other region? 

Now this Psalm is one of those picturesque presenta- 
tions of David’s condition of mind while he walked 
with God. I am glad that David did not walk with 
God all the time, because we would have been discour- 
aged and perhaps would have abandoned our Chris- 
tianity altogether. Not that I am glad that David 
sinned, but I am glad that the Bible tells the truth 
about it. But here is this sweet Psalm, so beautiful 
that it is like the dawning of a fresh morning, show- 
ing the hopeful glory of heaven, gleaming over the 
hills. ‘‘ The Lord is my shepherd!” Who can say 
that in this congregation this morning? You who 
can say it are walking with God. “I shall not want.” 
No trouble with thoughts of want, no anxiety con- 
cerning these earthly affairs, not anxious to provide 
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for the morrow; not taking care that the children 
should be provided for, not troubled with life insur- 
ance agents, or by any of the perplexities of life. 
“T shall not want.” Oh, beautiful state of mind! 
Oh, lovely condition of the human soul! “TI shall not 
want.” I wish I knew that. I wish I were sure of 
that. Sometimes it comes to me, but not always. 


Lep Into COMPANIONSHIP 


“He maketh me to lie down in green pastures.” 
Where were these green pastures? It was written in 
the days of David’s greatest anxiety. 

Over in Massachusetts, a very wild and wicked 
woman joined a band of burglars. She broke into 
a house in Stoneham, Massachusetts, and robbed the 
house of its jewelry. But before she escaped, how- 
ever, the police officers of the town came in and caught 
her there in that front parlor, with her hands full 
of these jewels, diamond rings, gold watches, prepar- 
ing to leave. Here was a woman in the front parlor 
with all these jewels. A few days after that a bride 
stood in the same room wearing the same jewels, dia- 
mond ring, gold watch, and other things. The differ- 
ence between the two women was that one had broken 
into the home and was there without right, by force; 
the other was led into the home as a bride. 

Now, Christians, you think you would walk with 
God, would like to be at home with him. “Will you 
break in or will you be led in? You cannot walk with 


WALKING WITH GOD 101 


God by force. You must be led in. And if David 
walked with God it was not because David was the 
equal with God, it was not because he had certain 
rights of walking alongside of God, it was because 
he was led into the path of righteousness, for his 
name’s sake. While David was walking with God, on 
the day he composed this wonderful Psalm, he was 
being led by the hand of God into this association, 
as a bride is lovingly led into the home, and stands 
in it a lovely thing of beauty in contrast with the 
burglar who breaks in the window, or smashes in the 
door, to get in forcibly. So we may not expect to 
be welcomed or to walk with God or to be at home 
with Christ, if we use any forcible means to break 
into his kingdom. MHeaven’s gates defy dynamite. 
You cannot get in by a mere church form; we cannot 
get into this walk with God by any compliance with 
any mere outward mechanical arrangement. We must 
be led by the Spirit of God.! 

I say to you, you young men of this Brotherhood, 
who tonight propose to take this high and solemn vow 
upon yourselves, do you intend to do more heroic 
work for Christ, as you say you do?’ You cannot 
drive your way into his kingdom. You cannot force 
your hobbies and notions upon this world. You can- 
not do God’s work according to your own plans. You 
must be led by him. If you are not led by his hand 
your work may be far more harmful than good. 

How many young men have these wild ideas con- 
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cerning Christianity! How they are testifying for 
Christ when it would be far better for the cause if 
they had testified for the devil! Following their own 
ideas, building up their own ideas, just as many a 
pastor of a church sits down, and on paper draws up 
a plan of what is going to be done by his church! He 
says, “ We are going to have a building so large and 
so wide and so tall, with just so many members, so 
many societies, and they are all going to work by this 
same plan.” Just run by machinery. But it doesn’t 
go. You find no such plan successful. It is not God’s 
plan; it is a man’s plan. Instead of following on, 
and being led in God’s work, he is asking God to do 
what he himself wishes to have done. How often 
we lay out our own plans as to what we wish to have 
done, and we propose that we are going to do a great 
work for God. And then we get down on our knees 
and call upon the Lord to help us to carry out our 
will, to help us to do what we want done, rather than 
praying, “ Lord, thy will, not mine, be done.” 

If there has been anything that has characterized 
your work here, and I want you to be very careful not 
to depart from it, it has been your readiness to fol- 
low on; when God opens a door you enter in. When 
he said, Establish this mission, you have done it. 
When he said, Establish this college, you have done it. 
There has never been, since I have been your pastor, 
any great plan for the future, but you have just done 
the next thing that the Lord has asked you to do. I 


WALKING WITH GOD 103 


see in this hour today a necessity for warning you. 
Hence I call you back to it again, and say you must 
be very careful that you still follow on, that you don’t 
ask him to come up and back you up in your personal 
enterprises, in anything in which you would take per- 
sonal pride.’ Let the Lord go ahead. Let us follow 
back of the Lord, let us keep back of him; let him 
go ahead of us and lead us as we will walk with him. 


AT ONE IN THE SPIRIT 


Did you ever think how far a person may be from 
this world and still be here in body? I have been 
thinking, the last few days, as the plans have been ap- 
proaching completion for our visit to Palestine, of blue 
Galilee. Its shores of white! My mind has been 
called to it by the presence on my desk here of little 
shells that we picked up on its shores. O Galilee, blue 
Galilee! marvelously beautiful sight, bright lake of 
Gennesaret, on which the Saviour walked, on which 
the storms came, and in which he produced that calm. 
Galilee! I have been walking with him. One day 
I sat at my desk in the middle of a letter about 
some very mundane and practical business things. 
My pen stopped, and I forgot that I was writing 
and what it was. Away I went to Galilee. I saw 
again Capernaum’s broken stones; I saw again the 
sea, with its wide-stretching beach of white. I saw 
the exit of the Jordan once more, and walked away 
into the hills beyond. I walked there, I think, for a 
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half-hour, when suddenly some one rapped at the door 
and brought me back again, and my pen was in the 
same place where it had been a half-hour before. In 
the meantime, I had been over to the sea of Galilee 
and walked its shores. To walk with God must be 
something like that. 

Only last week I read the story of Simon the Cy- 
renean, and soon after I walked down the street. I 
could not recall, when I came back to dinner, that I 
had been going down that street at all. Yet I walked 
all the way down-town. I did not remember whom I 
saw, I did not see any street-cars or the crossings of 
the railroad track, or anything of the kind, for I was 
walking the street of Old Jerusalem that day, on the 
way to the cross. On my way down this ordinary 
mundane street of our city, I walked with Christ on 
his way to the cross. Oh, I have never seen in any of 
the artists’ pictures a more clear definition of that 
day’s affairs than I realized walking down this street. 
I saw him bending under the weight of the heavy cross. 
I heard the yells and screams and taunts. I saw the 
mob pressing on. I saw the soldiers pushing back the 
crowds with their spears. I saw him fall to the pave- 
ment and saw them call in the stout Cyrenean, and 
saw him lift the cross, and saw him carry it on as 
they pressed through the crowd on the way to the 
gate and out to the Place of a Skull. I was with him 
at the Place of a Skull. And when I reached the Bap- 
tist Publication Society rooms, I was just trembling 
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and shaking with the mind’s experiences with that 
mob, that awful day, going to the cross.i I have 
wondered if people do not get into such a condition 
of elation, of exalted spiritual state as really to live 
with God, walk with God. While they are practically 
doing the things of this earth, they are, after all, liv- 
ing in the realm of God and with Christ? Was not 
that the way Enoch walked with God? Do you not 
think that was the way David was walking with God, 
when he said, “‘ He leadeth me’? 

A man and wife may start with the same intelligence 
together, and the man may have his business or his 
profession leading him away off into regions and 
realms of which she knows nothing; and her cares 
and anxieties of the house lead her into things of 
which he cares nothing. How far and far apart their 
lives have gone. He has walked the road so far away 
that she could not even see him. She could not ap- 
preciate what he loves because they are far apart. 
And yet they live in the same house. It is the same 
difference between David at one time in his life and 
at another time. At one time he was sinful and wicked 
and foolish, and he was down in the dregs, and he was 
filled with gloom. He could not find words to tell 
of his sorrow. Now at another time he is away up 
with God. And so, while I do not expect to be like 
Enoch, and do not expect you to be like Enoch, we 
can be like David, in that we can lengthen the hours 
in which we do walk with God every day. 
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John was on the Island of Patmos, and that was a 
barren rock, scarcely anything to eat, and a place of 
exile. He was guarded unnecessarily. But John, there 
alone, was living in a cave, which they showed us when 
I was there, a wretched, dreary, wild place. And 
John lived on this barren island of Patmos, away from 
his church and his friends and his home, and in a 
strange land, expecting to die there, unattended, un- 
cared for, unloved; but he walked with God. And 
God lifted his mind and his soul so far above these 
surroundings that he was taken up to the very heavens 
and was shown around by the very angels. John was 
on the island of Patmos in the body, but he was in the 
soul walking the streets of gold. He was on the island 
of Patmos for food for his body, but for food for his 
soul he had the manna of the twelve manner of fruits 
that grew on the banks of the River of Life. Con- 
demned to exile by the Roman government, John freely 
walked the streets of heaven and saw its pearly gates, 
entered its magnificent temple, and felt that he was in 
the land where there is no sorrow, nor crying, nor 
death; and the angels were all around him, associat- 
ing with him. They were glad to meet him and wel- 
come him to their heavenly beauties. 

Oh, to walk with God like that; to rise up into the 
fields of heaven, above all the cares of life, and be led 
by God into all these heavenly experiences! We must 
be led, however; we are only led into these green 
pastures. 
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I will not take the time to talk with you about this 
thought longer than to bring you directly to the lesson 
it has had for me. 


How Near Is HEAVEN 


Heaven is here. Heaven is in your home. God is 
here, God beside you. Christ not away off there in 
some distant land, but here, right here, ready to lead 
you. Heaven is here for a home, God is here, your 
heavenly Father; Christ is here, your elder Brother, 
to lead you into all truth. The Holy Spirit is here 
to lead you into all heavenly experiences. Let us rise 
above this world, its cares, its annoyances, its strug- 
gles, and live in heaven while we are in the body, live 
with Christ while in the cares of business, live and 
walk with God while surrounded with all the affairs 
of this world. To be in the world, but not of the 
world, to associate with men, and at the same time, 
walk with God! Now my prayer is, that like David, 
we may all rise to this experience, that we shall feel 
the truth, that he leads us beside the still waters. Then 
how happy our life! What care we for the betrayal 
of friends or the loss of earth? What care we, if 
we only walk with God? It is a supreme ambition 
to walk with Christ. I would rather walk with Christ 
an hour than to have all the pleasures of earth for a 
hundred years. And yet we can walk with him prob- 
ably all the time. Some of you may be able to do it 
all the time. I cannot; but it is my ambition, and it is 
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yours, perhaps to rise higher and higher, to be drawn 
nearer and nearer. 


There are depths of love that we cannot know till we pass the 
narrow sea. 


There are heights of joy that we cannot reach, till we rest in peace 
with Thee. 


But draw us nearer, nearer, blessed Lord, 
To the cross where Thou hast died, 
Nearer, blessed Lord, to Thy holy, bleeding side. 


BENEDICTION 


Oh, Lord, Thou hast brought us face to face with 
the thought that there are two worlds, one that is car- 
nal, and the other that is spiritual; one that is earthly, 
and the other that is heavenly ; and Thou hast tried to 
teach us that Thou wilt lead us into green pastures, 
and into sweet spiritual experience if we will but take 
Thy hand and let Thee lead us; and Thou hast taught 
us today that to be truly happy, in its best sense, to 
walk truly with Thee, we need to live above this world 
more and more in the spiritual realm. Oh, God, help 
us to live henceforth with our feet on the earth and 
our hands between heaven and earth, lifting men up 
to heaven, but with our heads in heaven, that while 
we are still on the earth we may still be walking with 
God in heavenly experiences. 

We ask the benediction of Thy love in the name of 
Jesus Christ, our Redeemer. Amen. 


X 
NO SHADOWS PERMANENT 


My text of this morning is in the twenty-eighth 
chapter of Job, the third verse: ‘“‘ He setteth an end to 
darkness.” 


AN ECLIPSE AND A STATE OF MIND 


When traveling in China for the New York “ Tri- 
bune,” endeavoring to find out from what portion of 
that land the Chinese were coming to this country, I 
was in a small town called Ing-tee. It was a small 
place on the Grand Canal in the Quantung Province, 
and we were there at the time of a solar eclipse. But 
none of us as travelers had looked up the almanac, 
or expected any eclipse. When the shadow appeared 
on the side of the sun our attention was not called to 
the sun, but to the great excitement through that vil- 
lage. We came out from the little hut in which we 
had been quartered to see the people running toward 
the joss-house, with a rush so wild that they all seemed 
insane. It was a riot, indescribable. It was almost 
as noisy as our great fair. As they rushed down that 
street they screamed and pulled at each other so that 
we feared all were out of their mind. Our interpreter 
happened to be out at the time, and we, not being able 
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We did not dare fall in the current with the dreadful 
mob. In a few minutes we heard firecrackers, and 
soon the people came streaming back with a lot of 
Chinese paper prayers. They nailed them up on every 
door and post, and especially on every tree. The ex- 
citement was wild. It roared like the sea through the 
whole village. When our interpreter came back, and 
we asked him what it all meant, he pointed both hands 
to the sky and said, “ Have you not seen?” He him- 
self was trembling, though he was a Christian China- 
man. ‘‘ Have you not looked at the sun?”’ said he. 
“The sun is going out!’ And as the eclipse came 
there was a sobbing and weeping in the streets. They 
all seemed to believe that the sun was gone. They 
could not believe the day would come back. Their 
superstition was such that they did not seem to hope 
it would return. We laughed at those foolish people. 

This same thought expressed in Job shows that he 
had been in just such a state of mind as that. But 
he had concluded that God would “ set an end to the 
shadow.” 

‘It seems to me that they have no pleasant weather 
in Nashville, Tenn. I say I feel as though it rains 
there all the time, and as though there were clouds 
on the heavens, water in the streets, and every one 
was being perpetually soaked. The impression is upon 
me that Nashville is always in a storm, because so 
far as I can remember, from the days of the Civil 
War, down to the present time, I have never seen the 
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city on a pleasant day. A shadow on Nashville every 
time I went there—consequently my impression of 
Nashville is that it is a very shadowy, dark place. 
There seems to be no daylight. Yet those shadows 
dissolved as quickly as they do here. 

In the city of Beverly, Mass., I have lectured for 
nineteen years, and in all those years I have not been 
in that town in the daytime. I have always entered 
it in the evening after dark, and have gone out before 
daylight; consequently my impression of Beverly is 
that of gas-lights, dark streets, holes in a sidewalk, 
and a few lights in the stores. The impression on me 
is that it is always under that shadow; that in Beverly 
it is always night. Yet it is said to be a most attrac- 
tive, energetic city. | 

I went into a house of mourning three or four weeks 
ago, although I was not officiating at the funeral. I 
heard a little girl in the back room with the mourners 
ask to have the curtain put up. But they would not 
do so, and I heard her ask some one, “Is it always 
going to be dark in the house?”’” They had the cur- 
tains down ever since the person died. So a child 
wanted to know if it was always going to be dark 
in that house. Yet the light of the world was there. 

Job had asked childishly if it was always going to 
be dark with him. And here he confidently asserts, as 
his faith arose out of the flood of his griefs, “ He set- 
teth an end to the shadow.” Job’s conclusion was 
that it could not always be night. It was a very long 
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road that has no turn, or rather, “every road does 
have a turn.” Job’s conclusion was that of Scrip- 
tural, gospel common sense, when he said, “ This is 
but a shadow, and shadows must pass away.” 


SomME SHADOWS THAT BEFALL 


The most unstable thing in the world is a shadow. 
It never rests. It is always moving. A shadow on 
earth of any kind is never permanent. It may be per- 
manent to those who cannot see, to those who are 
blind. I know not how it seems to them, but it would 
seem to me that the earth is always dark to them, be- 
cause they cannot see. And it is certainly dark to 
those who will not see. 

I remember when my mother came to call me from 
bed when I was a little child, that the sun was shining 
into the window. I was anxious to sleep on, as many 
boys are in the morning, especially if they have coun- 
try chores to do. My mother came up, and shook me. 
I was wide-awake, but I kept my eyes shut. She said: 
“Don’t you see it is light? Don’t you see the sun is 
up? Don’t you think you ought to be up and about 
the chores?’’ I said, “ No, I do not see the sunlight.” 
I kept my eyes so closely’ shut that it revealed to my 
mother the hypocrisy of it all. There are none so 
blind as those who won’t see, and to those who won’t 
see the world will always be under a shadow. But in 
all our lives there come the shadows. 

On some of your lives there is a shadow of dis- 
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grace. You have done something you know you ought 
not to have done. ! It may be that you have been pub- 
lished in the paper, or were actually in prison, or it 
may be in your family some person has brought great 
sorrow upon you, and you have the feeling that you 
are associated with that disgrace. There is a shadow 
on your life. But remember that God inspired his 
servant to say that “ he setteth an end to the shadow,” 
and any man can live down any wrong that he has 
done. The shadow will disappear. But it requires 
patience and confidence and holy living. Indeed, it is 
harsh to say what seems to be the truth, that often 
those who have seen the greatest disgrace secure ap- 
plause as heroes in after years by turning from the 
shadow into the light of God’s day. 

But on some of you there is a shadow, a night has 
settled, and you are stumbling all the way. As I 
went late last night to pray with a dying person, I 
went down a street where the lights had either gone 
out or were not there permanently. I stumbled over 
the steps, and stubbed my toes against bricks in the 
sidewalk, and it seemed to me as though that street 
was piled full of all the ash rubbish that should not 
be there until Monday morning. It was a dark street 
for some reason. So the shadow which settles down 
on some human lives causes them to stumble, and stum- 
ble over those things that would help us up if it were 
only day. We are destroyed by those things which 
would be fully safe if it were only light. But we are 
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stumbling on in a dark shadow that has fallen upon 
our lives by God’s permission, either because of our 
sinfulness, or because of the fact that we need to learn 
to trust him in the dark. 


Tue TERROR OF THE DARK 


Upon some of you there has come this shadow, as 
it did upon Job, so that you cannot see ahead. You 
cannot see a half-hour hence. You stand trembling 
on the brink of the future, and wonder what the mor- 
row will bring. You are wondering whether you will 
hold your place where you are now laboring, whether 
your investments will fail. You are standing in the 
dark, and the future is cloudy to you. You are al- 
together uncertain about anything in the future. Upon 
some of you that shadow has fallen; and those who 
have not had that shadow, won’t you for a moment 
sympathize with those who have? You do not see 
ahead. But unto you I say this morning, in the words 
that seem to be God’s words, “ He setteth an end to 
the darkness.” He setteth an end to the shadow. The 
day will soon come if you stand in confidence and 
face the future, trusting in God that this shadow will 
pass away, as the rising sun reduces the shadows in 
the valleys of the Alps. 

To others of you the whole world seems asleep. I 
am surprised to find how many people in this world 
feel that way. They feel they are all alone. How- 
ever many friends or acquaintances they have, they 
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fall into that shadow where they think that no one 
cares for them—that they are the only persons awake. 
‘I walked the streets last night, and did not see a 
person, and in my house I walked through wakeful 
hours, and no person was awake in my house.! The 
feeling of loneliness creeping in upon a person in 
the house in the still of the night is very similar to 
the feeling of loneliness that comes upon souls, hearts, 
characters, when they get the impression that they are 
all alone in the world. There are widows in this 
church who feel that since their husbands died, even 
the church does not care for them any more; there 
are orphans who feel that as soon as their father died, 
their friends did no longer care; and there are those 
who possessing all these things feel that the world 
doesn’t care for them. Sometimes they rebel, and say: 
“T won’t go to the church, nor into society, because 
it has no care for me. The world is all asleep, and 
I am the only one awake.” That was Job’s first idea. 
But he said, “God putteth an end to that shadow.” 
You have only to wait in patience and in prayer, and 
that shadow will pass. You will soon say that it was 
only a shadow—something not real, an uncertain, un- 
stable, movable thing. Soon the morning may dawn 
unexpectedly to you, but certainly it will eventually 
come with its light. You may feel so lonely because 
loved voices are still that you used to hear. 


Oh, for the touch of a vanished hand, 
And the sound of a voice that is still. 
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Some of you feel it now, and you have been sent 
here of God that you might get one thought out of 
what I have said, and that it might be a comfort to 
you. That sadness, that stillness, and the absence of 
those loved voices, will pass away, and there will be 
other voices raised for you, and the same voices will 
be heard again. Other voices will echo back from the 
future. This loneliness will pass. 

Sometimes we are so in the night that we cannot 
see our enemies. They are all around us. I remem- 
ber in Louisville, Ky., being placed in charge of a 
lieutenant-colonel who was very insane. In the night 
he put out the lamp and leaped out of bed, and tried 
to kill me. He chased me around the dark room, 
and under the bed and over the bed, until in the riot 
some one from the street came to my relief, and 
opened the door. We managed to get him back, with- 
out his bloody weapon, to the bed, without harm. 
We were in the dark; and, oh, to feel the awful hour 
or minute when an enemy is near us in the dark, 
where we cannot see him or defend ourselves! He 
seems then to have such an advantage over us. 

So many Christians fighting the battle of their Chris- 
tian lives feel they are in the shadow. They are re- 
ceiving anonymous letters. Devilish serpents are try- 
ing their best to poison them. Your foes are in the 
dark, hidden like serpents, and come up in the dark 
with their poisonous fangs, to strike you with their 
scandalous tongues. Even your friends refuse to tell 
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you who your enemies are. Many a Christian man 
has been placed in a position like that. Hissing all 
around him, they thrust their poisonous fangs into 
his heart, and he is unable to protect himself. Alto- 
gether in the dark! If you have such a feeling as that 
remember you have the blessed promise of God that 
this shadow will pass away. Some day they will 
openly meet you face to face. 


Gop WiLL Come BAck 


Sometimes we wake in the night, and only get a 
glimmer of distant stars. All the light we have is 
from some distant planet. I am speaking right now 
to some people whose faith is so small they are won- 
dering whether they are saved or not. They are in 
the shadow of their religious life, and they can only 
see the distant stars. No sun for them. No moon 
for them, with its benevolent light. But a twinkling 
of some distant, uncertain, unknown worlds is all the 
faith they have. But the twinkling of that reflected 
star is proof that there is a sun somewhere, and proof 
that the night will go, and the morning they already 
see will dawn for you. It may be that you are in 
the night of poverty, and have no occupation, no busi- 
ness, no employment. People do not work in the 
night. Christ himself uttered the thought. Hence, 
as you have no work, no labor, no profitable business, 
you are in the night. Your business is declining, peo- 
ple do not come, you are losing your patronage, your 
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customers, your employment. You are in the shadow. 
But that shadow, my brother, will pass. The most un- 
certain things in the world are shadows of that 
character. 

It may be that some of you feel, as my heart some- 
times feels, that the world is in a religious shadow, 
that we are losing Christ, that the church is going 
over to the world in principle, instead of going to it 
as it ought to do to reach down and save. We have 
said, there is no real worship now. The world is al- 
together going to evil; Christ is forgotten; his laws 
are forsaken; we are under a shadow, and we are de- 
claring that there is no real worship, no true religion 
today. But as sure as God is God, that shadow, too, 
will pass; the churches will be revived, pure religion 
will be restored, and men, will return to the old Scrip- 
tures, and revere them as they did before. 

Job, in the darkness of the greatest possible gloom, 
looked out into the darkness, and waited for day. He 
was traveling through a tunnel. 

God, if he goes from us, must come back. I saw 
a little child up in the fair, who was lost, and crying 
for his mamma. I said to him: “ Your mother must 
come back to you. Doesn’t your mother love you?” 
He said his mother loved him, but he could not find 
her. “If your mother loves you, she must come back 
to find you,” I said, and I put him on a booth with a 
gentleman who is looking me in the face now. That 
little child waited there patiently, after he was as- 
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sured his mother must come back. If she loved him 
she must return. God like a father pitieth his chil- 
dren, like a mother he comforteth them. If God 
seems to be going from you, it is only a temporary 
matter. He must come back. He loves you. All you 
have to do is patiently to wait, and God will come 
back. His voice you will hear; his hand you will feel; 
his comfort is yours, and under his everlasting wings 
you will sit down in peace. The morning will dawn, 
however dark the night in your life. The Christian 
religion teaches us that this is but a temporary matter, 
and, like the shadow of a cloud, will pass quickly 
away. If it is night here, it is always morning over 
there! 
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